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16 
De Luxe 
Volumes in 8 


It is a far cry 


Roxana, types of the female offender whose habitat is the underworld of London. 


A New World of 
Adventure and 


Romance 


5350 Pages 


from Robinson Crusoe to the narratives of shady life found in Moll Flanders and Lady 


But all three are pictures 


of civilization, fundamentally as true to life now as the day they were written, and containing inexhaustible 


teachings for the student of man 


and of society. 
many million youthful readers in his golden thrall 


The 


also wrote, 


same wizard who in Robinson Crusoe has held so 
besides Moll Flanders and Lady Roxana, 


many other stories for mature readers that are masterpiéces of naturalistic fiction, all of which, unabridged and 


unexpurgated, are found in this collection 


16 Splendid De Luxe Volumes in 8—of 


THE COMPLETE WORKS OF DANIEL DEFOE 





Author of the World’s 
_ “Best Seller” 


In this bi-ce nary of the P ub lication of ROBIN- 

Sé IN « RU SOE it is fitting that the reading public 

en an opp rtunity to get better 

" t " 9 Who has given so much 

pleasure to generations of youthful readers, 

‘ lling ta f adventure afloat and 

v fail to satisfy the craving of every 

r de man f strange scenes-.and new 
ext crier es 

A BARGAIN | in 16-volume form the set was 


hers to sell at a price of $32.00. 














The Immortal Story-Teller 


Robinson Chusoe is the only prose work 
of fancy which has equa! charms for every 
age of life. To the mature, it is a work of 
social philosophy. It shows in little all 
historical earthly experiences of the race. 
It typifies man’s struggle with and final 
victory over hostile nature. The very 
simplicity and obvigusness of the details 
give them grandeur? and comprehensive- 
ness. 








Twenty-One Complete Novels 
and Stories 





—SOME OF THE TITLES— 


Moll Flanders 

The History of Roxana 

The King of Pirates 

Robinson Crusoe—COMPLETE 

The Adventures of Captain Singleton 

The Life and Personal Adventures of 
Mr. Duncan Campbell 

Memoirs of a Cavalier 





$100 2 ta rR a men . if you went be > onder att he With the same painstaking fi lelity, Defoe pictures The Life of Colonel Jacque 
to save the cash dis punt t. Wey re aay ot asmne. the struggles of Moll —— and Lady Roxana A Journal of the Plague Year 
As there are less than $00 sets to dispose of at this prie— against hostile conditions of man’s own creating. The Remarkable Life of John Sheppard 
lose no time The fives of both te the tr truth of Virgil's New Voyage Round the World 
MONEY BACK IF NOT SATISFIED os _ pre ; he story of ir down- Life of Jonathan Wild 
all OF J l r career of crime 1s ; 
Brunswick Subscription Co. J. 10-18-19 told with ; aie that appals, so dread- Adventures of Captain John Gow 
418 Brancwtets Bidg., New York City ful are the fa a vivid picture of the 
o Er 1 $1. first payment oe a FOE ‘S WORKS submerged in ways of the criminal 
the after ery. Otherwise Iwill, | Classes. Lady lip cman eee Unabridged and Unexpurgated 
. kf ir returr t vo that t of society. u rs . 
ex $1.00 to be pt ”" of all she was a beautiful young woman who married 16 Superb De Luxe Volumes in 8 
Dt naseeewnnewbeons a knave and a fool who deserted her. Size 8% x6 inches. Illustrations by the best artists. 
Addre B = Moll Flander 1 Roxana are real flesh and Bound in cloth of a special weave—a new design. 
BOTESSe. sea eeeeeessaeeeeseeessseeeeeeaes blood characters, and their stories dist lay the re- Printed in beautifully clear type. Finished with Gold 
Occu pation markable art with which Defoe handles such subjects. tops and deckle edges. 
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Drawn by F, Foster Lrycotx 


It’s fortunate for Mickey that the paper contains the reproduction of a photograph of Mrs. Van Oodles, 
who buys all he has and orders fifty more. 
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Tabloid Plays for the ‘Tired Business Man 


By KenpALL BANNING 
Illustrations by LAuRENS Stov1 


Il. Tue Mysticar Pray INGRANE: Who art thou? What wouldst thou? 

TIME: Evening Tue Gent: I| am the Geni of the Flask of Jade! 

PLACE: A lonely sea shore [ see allthings. I know allthings. I am all things. 

CHARACTERS: INGRANE, a maiden Before my vision lies the Book of Life, from ever- 

THE GENI, of the Flask lasting even to everlasting. 

(It is moonlight. Everywhere ts Because, O maiden, thou hast freed my immortal 
silence, save the gentle murmur- spirit from the bondage of the 
ing of the waves upon the sands. enchanted flask ; 

INGRANE, a tall stately figure Because thou hast broken at last 
clad in a flowing, diaphanous the magic seal that has con- 
gown of pale green, bound with fined my restless soul, drifting 
a large, bejewelled girdle of upon the waters of life since 
Oriental design that matches the Time was not; 

band about her head, enters Lo, I shall reward thee with one 
slowly and mystically, gazing lone and priceless Truth from 
ever and anon across the moon- Womb of knowledge. 

lit waters. Half buried in the Whatsoever has been; whatsoever 
sands, she espies a strange flask is; whatsoever will be, even 
of jade. Seating herself near it, unto the end of eternity, is 
she studies the unusual object, clear to mine eyes. 

finally taking it up in her hands. Whatsoever thou wouldst ask, 
She breaks open the seal, and speak, and I shall answer. 
forthwith there issues a great Into thy keeping shall I place one 
cloud, which, rising up into the lone and priceless truth that 
heavens, resolves itself into the shall set thee above all thy 
figure of a man, clad in a turban fellows. 

of brilliant hue, long, flowing Choose wisely, for I shall return 
garments and bearing a gleaming no more; 


scimitar. INGRANE falls back One question shall I answer thee, 
in awe and wonder.) and only one, and that shall T 











answer truly; 
yea, though it 
reveal the secret 
of the gods 
themselves. .. . 
Speak! 
InGRANE: (With 


ecstatic impulsive- 
ness and joy a la 
Billie Burke) Will 
you really? 

Tue Gent: (With ut- 


most solemnity 
and _simpressive- 
ness) Yes! 
(He vanishes in a 
cloud of smoke and 
in a burst of 
thunder.) Drawn by Crawrosp Younc 
Curtain Duffer 


The Brauerei 


By Cuester W. SHarer 


F all the gems of purest ray serene wasting their 
O sweetness on deserted air, the brewery is the most 

conspicuous. No lapidary can bring to mind a 
precious stone building that is more lack-luster. Once 
upon a time the brewery was an international institu- 
tion cluttered up with devices for luring the vivifying 
juices from.the hop. It added “pfung” to the category 
of harmonious sounds. It could be hunted in all seasons 
on the great eminences overlooking the abodes of 
pumpernickle and kalter aufschnitt. It yielded readily 
to the entreaties of a brass slug inserted by an employee 
familiar with the combination. But today it is differ- 
ent. The time-honored wagon entrance is closed. The 
proud horses with their polished brass trappings are 
breaking ground for the semi-annual planting of the 
alfalfa crop. The huge vats are warped and empty, 
echoing the hollow mockery. The brewery is deecased. 
It is “pas de toot.” 

Singly and in the aggregate breweries were unfavor- 
able to the movements which 
eventually increased the total 
desiccated acreage. The cham- 
pions of the arid cesophagus plan 
seldom found hearty welcome 
within their walls. A brewer had 
about as much use for a pro- 
hibitionist as a pirate has for a 
decent burial. But they all fell 
before the withering barrage. 
Like chaff before the sickle they 
were swept into the yawning maw 
of the abyss of oblivion. A few 
raised up weakly and gasped for 
a 23% per cent. solution oot 
but were heartlessly thrust back 
to the parched glebe to rattle 
out of the cheery dominions of 
the worth-while. 

The brewery had a vivid ca- 
reer while it lasted. It’s rise 
was phenomenal. The first one 
was located on Mt. Olympus in 


Drawn by Wu. V. Grorren 





There, caddy, did I do that prore.!; 





Customer (to busy waiter)—Pardon me, have 
you got a match to spare? 





ancient Greece, about 
three minutes’ walk 
from the Athens and 
Thebes car line. 
Hebe had charge of 
the circulation de- 
partment. From this 
parent strain others 
grew. It was the 
most prolific of any 
form of plant life. 
The influence was so 
far reaching that it 
was difficult, until a 
few weeks ago, to fix 


a time-space of 
twelve minutes in 
more than _ 8,000 


years when the girl 
at the main faucet 
was not taking an 
order for a quarter, an eighth or a dozen, chilly. § 

Any community that didn’t have a brewery to draw 
from was shunned by everyone but book agents, while 
those that did were the centers of social life and small, 
handy dishes of cloves and stick cinnamon. 

The breweries of this land of the free and the home 
of the neck-shave expired, as breweries, on that memor- 
able first of July. On that day they were dehopped, 
de-essenced and outdistanced. Their original intentions 
went aft agley with the harsh and unsympathetic 
actions of those who were against the tap and guzzle 
functions of the nation. Some are now being used as 
soap factories or shelters for odious tanbark. Others 
are struggling along, exuding a thin, impotent liquid 
that causes less remorse than an icecream soda water, 
coffee flavor. The touted nearness of this product 
involves only geographical proximity. Many of these 
institutions will ultimately come under the hammers 
of unfeeling auctioneers and will be knocked down, to 
the highest bidder, for something like $3.48 in cash and 
the balance of $23.98 in eggs and cordwood. And the 
one-time high-salaried wearers of the wide paunch 
will go forth into the copses and 
issue sage advice to the hop- 
shorn in the matter of home en- 
deavor. 


Her Name was “‘Kitty”’ 
‘“Vou will always love me?” she 
breathed rapturously—‘‘you’ll never 
stay late at the office after we are 
married?” 

“Never!” replied her fiancé, with 
absent-minded fervor—‘“‘not with the 
hands I’ve been holding lately.” 

She burst into tears. “Wretch!” 
she cried. “I just knew there was 
something between you and that 
blonde stenographer!” 


Cunning 
“Are you going to Palm Beach 
next winter?” 
“No, sir; I’m going to the Ken- 
tucky moonshine district.” 
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Old Fogy—Ah, well, this is mighty pleasant. One might be in the middle of the last century here. No Bolshevism, no strikes, no Plumb 


plan, no telephones, no automobiles, no— 


Voice from the other bank—Hey , Mister, Mister!—look at the airyplane! 


Sizing His Sighs 
By A. Warrer Uttinc 


The poet sighs in soulful strain, 
Disrupted by the morbid mumps; 
He feels, protruding through his mane, 

Bald bumps. 


He groans in agony. For where 

His fingers erstwhile mocked and mauled 
In the recesses of his hair, 

He’s bald. 


He asks, as noting how his lawn 
Is bared, “ Where locks of yesterday?” 
Alas, he trembles; they have gone 
Away. 


How can he catch the Muse unless 
His fingers softly trickle thick 

Through head of hay? Well, I’ll confess 
One trick: 


Let him imagine football fields, 
Himself the hero of the fray; 
Or buy a wig—to me this yields 

A way. 


Or, better yet, have at his side 
A faithful wife to share his care, 
And pull, when Pegassus he’d ride, 
Her hair. 


Nothing in Common 
“Mrs. Nockum and I passed a perfectly stupid afternoon; 
no community of interests, and our conversation fell flat.” 
“T see; of course! You don’t know her neighbors and she 
never heard of yours.” 


Hopeful 
Carr—Why are you compelling your son to read the peace 
treaty and the league of nation’s covenant? 
Barr—He may become a senator when he grows up, and it 
will be helpful to him in the Senate’s discussion of the docu- 
ments. 











Drawn by Avoust Hen«xer 


Magistrate—Drunk and disorderly, eh? 
this time! 


The Self-Rising Generation 


By Bruce CoPe.anp 
HE clock struck eight. 
Olivia dismissed the maid and came out to 
join me on the veranda. She looked deliciously 


cool in her flimsy crépe waist and white linen skirt, but 
It was 


the lines on her forehead bespoke anxiety. 
mutual. 

“Where are the chil- 
dren?” I asked intuitively 

Olivia tried to appear at 
ease. “I wonder,” she re- 
plied with a slight shudder, 
looking at me reproachfully. 

“T told them not to leave 
the yard,” was my rather 


anemic alibi. 
“I suppose so,” she in- . 9 
terposed with a flash of ar 
wifely sarcasm. “One word | 
from you and they do as \ 


they please.” 

Yes, that was about the 
extent of my success as a 
paternal disciplinarian, I ru- 
minated sadly. But I had 
never seen any medals on 
my wife. The fact was, ac- 
cording to the neighborhood 
gossips, that we both were 
slaves to the children. 

The clock struck nine. 

‘*Well!l’”’ insinuated 
Olivia, ending my soliloquy. 
I knew that she was about 


Deawn by CrawrorD 1 0uNnG 





Well, tell me where you got it, and I'll let you off 








to propose that I go and 
search the neighborhood for 
Buster and Bill and Baby 
Jo. I could almost trans- 
late her thoughts to read: 
“You need the exercise”; 
but somehow, I wouldn’t 
budge. It were better to 
be diplomatic, I advised 
myself. 

“IT was just thinking 
about this time thirty years 
ago,” I lied. ‘“‘How peace- 
ful was the old homestead 
afterthe dinner hour! There 
was never anything else to 
do but go to bed. De you 
remember how sleepy we 
used to be about 8 o'clock 
every night?” 

“And how weused tobeg 
to be carried up to bed?” 
she appended. 

“Yep, those were the 
happy days,” I conjured 
her, thinking how well the 
ruse had worked. 

The clock struck nine- 
thirty. 

Then we both heard 
the patter of small feet and, looking up, saw Baby Jo 
mounting the steps. 

“Muvver,” she lisped vampishly, “Bill ’n’ Bus’er 
tent me t’ ask if ’e tan do t’ th’ mo’ies.” 

“Where are those young bandits?” demanded her 
mother. 

“Down t’ th’ ish c’eam ’tore,” replied her daughter, 
aged three. 

“Robert, won’t you please’ vou see how helpless [ 
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A bonnet arriving C. O. D. for Mrs. Tompkins, her husband decides that it would, perhaps, be 
safer to observe the effect before paying. 
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Drawn by Bankspace Rocers 


Muriel—The young clergyman who performed the ce mony seemed 


awfully flustered. 


Maud—Heavens, yes—he kissed the bridegroom and shook hands 


with the bride. 


am?” she implored, picking up Baby Jo (I knew as an 
alibi). As usual I was the goat. 

Five minutes later I marched Buster and Bill up 
onto the veranda. In the light of the porch arc their 
mother must have thought they were something foraged 
by the cat. For children of so-called gentle birth, they 
looked like infantile hoodlums. Contented as long as 
her sons were in sight, Olivia continued to rock Baby 
Jo to sleep. 

Olivia began to hum one of those new waltz num- 
bers, and, I confess, that I also felt the effects of the 
lullaby. Of a sudden I was rudely aroused by an 
ominous clatter coming from the back yard. It sounded 
like all the tinware in the pantry falling down the cellar 
stairs. 

I was breathless for a moment, but Olivia seemed 
only slightly disturbed. ‘*Won’t you please see what 
they are up to now?” she pleaded as usual. 

Summarily I learned that Bill had climbed into the 
flivver and that Buster, who knew how to operate the 
self-starter, had sent the car straight toward the back 
of the house. Both front lamps, the radiator and the 
windshield were shattered, but fortunately Bill was 
unhurt. 

While picking up the débris I conceived what I 
believed might prove effective in coercing the youthful 
night owls to retire for the day. I would tell them the 
weirdest goblin story I knew. After thirty years, | 
remembered how it made all my pores shimmy, the 
night my father told it to me and my brothers and 
sisters. 

Back on the veranda I took one on each knee and 
proceeded to unfold my deadly propaganda. I solemnly 
believed that before I had half finished the tale they 
would never care to remain up again later than eight 
o’clock. 

“Well, you birds, did you ever hear the story of what 
happened to the bad little boy who never wanted to go 
tobed?” I began in as sinister a voice as I could assume. 

“Ts it a fairy story?” demanded Bill. 

“Ts it a bedtime story?” insisted Buster. 






*“No, my sons, it is a story about a ter- 
rible goblin,”’ I condescended to reveal, hop- 
ing to intimidate them by the magic word. 

But Bill snickered, and Buster squirmed 
down from my knee. 

“The what?” inquired Bill 
lously, it seemed). 

“The goblin,” I reiterated; whereupon 
he snickered again. Buster, in the mean- 
time, was standing with his head against his 
mother’s shoulder. Suddenly he burst out 
laughing. 

“The goblin?” he caroled, greatly 
amused. ‘Where do you get that stuff?” 

I could have sworn that Olivia snick- 
ered, too. Buster is six; Bill four. So 
there you are. 


(incredu- 


A Modern Adjustment 
Visitor in the Park—Why are all the new 
“ Keep-Off-The-Grass” signs turned upward? 
Park Superintendent—For aviators, sir. 
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Drawn by R. B, Fuuuer 
Mother—Jimmy, will ye come down or must I come an’ git ye? 











Drawn by Saxrorv Tovuser 
Mrs. Newrich (to + Spree as chauffeur)—Y’r all right 


except your name. My chauffeur’s name must be “James” 
like in all the society novels I’ve read. 


Do You Love Green Things? 


By Liste Beut 


OTHING adds so much to the appearance of 
N a home during the long winter months as the 
presence of a lot of green things, such as ferns, 
palms, geraniums and bank-notes. The last is, of 
course, rather rare and extremely difficult to culti- 
vate, but if you will lay in enough pots and jardin- 
ieres, there is no reason why you should not have 
quite a brave showing of the others. 

And why not? Nothing does more to make 
your guests feel at home than the presence of a palm 
in the hall, especially if they are used to living in a 
hotel, where they have open palms in all the halls. 
And then, as your guest enters the reception room, 
if you have a fern so placed as to tickle the. back of 
his neck, or knock off his glasses, or give him some 
similar little attention, it will put him immediately 
at his ease. 

As for yourself, the presence of all the greenery 
takes the melancholy edge off the melancholy days 
have come stuff. When you come home from the 
office, where you have been seeing red, it is ex- 
tremely restful to see green. Perhaps, by grouping 
the potted pests in one corner of the library, you 
can get the actual illusion of gamboling outdoors. 

To be sure, the number of chiggers which you 
will carry around after a little diversion like this 
will be decidedly less than if you had actually gone 
out into the fields. And mosquitoes, in spite of the 
most careful attention, seem to lose their vitality and 
their puncturing powers with the coming of autumn. 

But at any rate, you will have rested your nerves 
by feeling the presence of growing things, as the 
uplift writers call’em. And when you rise and go in 





to dinner, if you upset a couple of the potted ferns on the 
Turkish carpet, you will be getting back to earth with a 
vengeance. 

The only trouble with indoor conservatories is the water- 
ing problem. ‘To accomplish this, it is well to take up the 
carpets, buy a couple of extra heavy mops, and don raincoats 
and boots. 

Ferns and palms should be sprayed, instead of having 
the water dumped at their roots from atin cup. In this 
way, you fool them into thinking that it’s raining, and the 
plant, by confusing you with the Almighty, may actually 
decide to grow. Even if it doesn’t it will undoubtedly die 
slower than it otherwise would. 

After watering the plants, mop up the floors, go over 
them with some good reliable furniture polish, put down the 
rugs again, and call in a decorator to make an estimate on 
the cost of repapering the room, in order to cover up the 
spots which you accidentally made on the wall. 


Spoof! 

Employer—There’s a spirit of unrest among my men. 

Visitor—What about? 

Employer—Because they cannot find any excuse to go out ona 
trike. 

Even as You and I! 

Ienorant—I don’t understand all this talk about 
I wish you would explain to me just what it is. 

Informed—Sure; that’s easy. The Bourgeoise have it and the 
Proletariat want it. 


Bolshevism; 


- 





Drawn by Pavt Retr 


Parapise Lost 
For the woman of moderate means. 
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““}acu One Tetts Me Wuat He Turnxks Apout THE Oruer’s Pay.” 


Fans 
By Watt Mason 


Tilustration by Rateu Barton 


Y friends come drilling from the links, tired out, 

at close of day; and each one tells me what he 

thinks about the other’s play. Oh, there is talk 

to charm the birds, as all these cranks enthuse, 

and forty thousand dippy words that no sane 
man would use. 

In vain I seek a chance to tell of how my car performs, how 
it goes chugging, passing well, through mud and rain and storms. 
[ start to tell how yesterday it climbed a tree on high; but none 
will list to what I say, and still the golf words fly. 

The baseball fans now take their seats beneath the sunset 
tree, and grow excited o’er the feats of players two or three. 
The way Jim Blitzen soaked the pill was something simply 
grand; Jones sent a homer up the hill, and ran to beat the band. 
The umpire robbed us of the game, one angry neighbor said, 
and some one ought to climb his frame and lacerate his head. 
That southpaw skate was on the bum, he'll never do, at all; 
the catcher had a busted thumb and couldn’t hold the ball. 

I listen till I’m sick and sad, and then I try to tell how 
my old boat, when roads were bad, skinned on, through vale 
and dell. A dozen other cars were mired, when my car came 
in view; and oh, it made their drivers tired to see me waltzing 
through. But no one turns attentive ear to anything I say; 


the fans all yawp and paw and rear, about the game today. It 
makes me tired when grown-up men on some fool game are 
gone, so they will thresh old yarns again, from gloaming until 
dawn; and when a man who’s strictly sane would talk of choo- 
choo boats, they act as though they had a pain, and missed 
their divers goats. 

At dusk I sit upon the porch with other gifted chaps, and 
while I smoke my five-cent torch the others talk of scraps. 
They talk of Willard and of cheese, of Dempsey and his poke; 
of many other pugs like these, while I sit by and smoke. They 
talk of vanished golden days, when Corbett was a peach, of 
Bob Fitzsimmons’ winning ways, of Peter Jackson’s reach. 
I listen for a weary time, while smoking eight cigars; and 
when their talk becomes a crime, I’d speak a while of 
Cars. 

I’d like to tell of how I went from Rochester to Troy, and 
how that speedy journey meant the essence o° all joy. No 
cylinder was known to miss, and not a tire went wrong; and 
every verst was added bliss, and life a grand, sweet song. But 
no one listens, and a pain shoots through my jaded soul; thev 
talk of fat old Jake Kilrain, and all that rigmarole. 

I try to be a balanced man, without a foolish fad, and when 
I listen to a fan it makes my spirit sad. 
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(“Chawlie” did a-fishing went—next week.) 
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* Mamma WANTED Tc Hear Your Srory,” 
ENGAGEMENT. . 


An Aid to Science 
By J. A. WaALpRon 


Iilustration by LAWRENCE FELLOWS 


HELL-SHOCKED and gassed doughboys have 
put diagnostic and remedial science to the test. 
A neuro-psychiatrist and a layman had been 
speculating on the subject. 

“‘Some of these injuries, as far as results are 
concerned, have been quite outside of medical experi- 
ence and knowledge, have they not?” asked the lay- 
man. 

“Quite,” replied the man of science, “and the door 
to experiment has been opened wide. Unaccustomed 
excitement has been beneficial in some cases, and in 
others we have to grope blindly. Emotional tension, 
if it is happy, sometimes works wonders.” 

Corporal Sammy Dawson came back in bad shape. 
At Sergy his right leg was cut by shrapnel, but he kept 
in the fray. Shell-shock at Courmont injured his vocal 
mechanism. His leg recovered, leaving him with a slight 
limp, but his tongue would not function properly. He 
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stammered distressingly. At Camp Dix he received 
incapacity allowance and an assignment to vocational 
education. In a Trade School he took up architectural 
drawing. 

An architectural draughtsman need not be a con- 
versationalist. But there is some pleasure in life in 
mere talk, and endless joy—if circumstances contribute 
—in discourse with the fair. His affliction depressed 
Sammy every time he encountered a young woman. 

On his way from the Trade School one evening 
Sammy met Della Deane. Before he went overseas he 
had known Della. A year or two makes a great change 
in a growing girl. Della was sixteen when Sammy 
started for camp. This evening when he met her for 
the first time after his return from France she was a 
young woman. He was amazed at her appearance. 
She had been pretty. Now she was handsome—fas- 
cinating. 
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Della stopped Sammy with a sympathetic glance 
from her lovely blue eyes. His black eyes thrilled her 
as he viewed her approvingly. 

“ Ku-ku-w-w-why, M-m-miss D-d-deane! H-h-how 
you've g-g-rown!” 

“Sammy Dawson! What’sthe matter? You never 
used to—” 

“Ku-ku-s-s-stammer, eh? Nu-nu-no! S-s-sshell 
s-s-shock!” 

“And you limp! 

“A |-l-little! Ku-ku-a-a b-b-bullet!” 

“You poor boy!” And then she asked him to tell 
her about it. 

“T-t-t-take too I|-l-long—h-h-here!” He smiled in 
a melancholy way. 

She put out her hand impulsively, and Sammy met 


” 
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it impetuously more than half way. “Can’t 
you come out and see me some evening—tele- 
phone first?” She blushed at her own in- 
itiative. 

They had started to’ walk in Della’s di- 
rection. “S-s-suppose I call t-t-tomorrow 
evening?” 

“Please do!” She gave him her address. 

“T-t-thank you!” Sammy thrust out one 
hand and with the other lifted his overseas 
cap. He was not yet in “civies.”” Turning in 
his own direction he began to whistle joyously. 
He could whistle though his speech was 
labored. Even his limp was less pronounced. 

Sammy walked much of the way to Della’s 
the next evening. ‘Mamma wanted to hear 
your story,” said Della as she greeted him, 
“but she had an engagement. Father remem- 
bers you. Have you forgotten we used to live 
in the same square? But this is his lodge 
night. So we shall have{to be alone!” Her 
eyes twinkled, and a blush followed. 

“Oh, we s-s-shan’t be I-l-lonely! C-c-c- 
course I r-r-remember we used to be neigh- 
bors!” 

“But I was in short dresses then! And my 
hair—’ 

“*B-b-b-beautiful h-h-hair you had!” 

She blushed again and indicated a vis-a- 
vis seat. “It hung down my back then!” 

“ B-b-but it’s j-j-just as |-l-lovely now!” 
He looked at her rich golden endowment, and 
very fetching it was in the girlish mode. 

“You think so?” Her face was glowing. 
“But tell me of your experiences Over 
There.” 

In his difficult speech, yet with an earnest- 
ness and a graphic verbalism that carried, 
Sammy related some of the happenings in 
which he was a figure. And like a modern 
Desdemona she hung upon the story. 

There was a mutual warmth in the pres- 
sure of their hands as Sammy left with an 

/ understanding that he would be welcome 





) whenever he might call. And thereafter for a 
} period he took every seemly advantage of 
Ca this privilege. 


One evening when they were alone to- 
gether the inevitable came to pass. Sammy 
declared his love with decreasing difficulty, 

and finally with no impediment in his speech. He was 
so emotionally wrought that his language fairly flowed. 

“Sammy!” Della responded as a girl in love 
always should respond, but there was amazement also 
in her ardent affirmative. “Sammy! You no longer 
stammer!” 

In his happy excitement Sammy had not noted this. 
““You’ve cured me!” he cried. 


The Amulet of Past Prosperity 
“There’s talk of abolishing the nickel.” 
“That shows that as a people we have no sentiment.” 
“How so?” 
“Why, if we had, we would want to keep it if only as a 
reminder of the good old days when we could buy something 
with it.” 
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Definitions eae [Loa Co Tene] 
Satire. | ll . Ge 
A telltale sunbeam from Le Lips | 


Mirth’s looking glass 
Flasht with impartial glee on 
all who pass. 
Wit. 
Bright but ephemeral imper- 
tinence; 
Spark-showers about the forge 
of common sense. 
Humor. 
A rainbow 
warm, 
Which lurks in tears, and spans 
the blackest storm. 


His Plan 


By Tom P. 
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F I had my way,” gloomily he neglects one or another 
said the landlord of the comes upstairs, 
Petunia tavern, as he glared to it properly. How would 


across at the prominent and in- 

fluential loafers lopping on the benches in the courthouse 
square, “‘at least once a year I’d compel every knocker, kicker, 
backbiter, benchwarmer, mossgrower and public business- 
minder, who sets around day after day and criticizes the town 
and his neighbors, discourages progress, kills the fruit, and 
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installed in her bed- 
of electric bells which enables her to check 
up on her husband as he goes about his nightly chores. If 


of them, Mrs. Lobb, when he 


sends him down again forthwith to attend 


you like to be Mr. Lobb? 






denounces everything that has 
happened since he was young, 
to take a trip and visit several 
other towns of about this size. 
I figger that when they had done 
so they would all come back with 
enough new things to kick about 
to make them for a spell interest- 
ing to listen to by a feller who 
hadn’t anything else in the world 
to do but waste his time.” 


Rural Finance 

“T see Hickville is going to 
consolidate with Plunktown.” 

*That’s what.” 

“But you’re ten miles apart.” 

“We want to collect a few 
auto fines. Motorists used to 
scoot through. Before we could 
hail ’em in one town they were 
in the next.” 


Elusive Lizzie 
Uncle Eben—I just had a let- 


ter from an automobile fellow saying as how he wants to sell 


me an inclosed flivver. 
Uncle 
Uncle Eben—I dunno. 


warn’t no flivver inclosed. 


Ezra—Are ye goin’ to buy it? 
I got the letter all right, but there 


Ny 





She—But my dear, we won’t have room for any coal. 


He—Oh, hang the coal! 


This will keep us just as warm. 
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A Striking World 


r is melancholy to reflect that the gorgeous 
| prosperity of peace, and the industrial splendor 

of America, should sink in the dust of prophetic 

dreams—because a brotherhood of railwaymen 
wants to eat ortolans, a steelworker’s union wants 
to wear satin pajamas, and policemen demand that their 
clubs be decorated with gold union buttons. It is 
laudable for men to enrich themselves—but it disturbs 
the poise of civilization when they gather in mobs and 
turn out the pockets of the helpless public. Mobs are 
the mad dogs of society and ought to be muzzled. 

The historian, sitting under the lamp of Bedloe’s 
Island, might note a change in the psychology of strikes, 
recalling that at the Tower of Babel the strikers all 
talked at once, but left the job without throwing bombs. 

When the Israelites struck against Pharaoh, they did 
not seize the public streets under Marquis of Queens- 
berry rules to get their jobs back—they did not care 
who built the pyramids, but left, struck, finally, for 
good, forever—and have had better jobs ever since. 

When Spartacus, the Pretorian guards, the Janis- 
saries, struck, they were logical. Having cast them- 
selves out they did not turn to castigate themselves 
back. 

When Cataline, Coriolanus, the Pilgrim Fathers, 
Brigham Young struck, they packed their tools and 
left the works.. Ceasing to 
be producers they did not 
hang around like wild-cats 
in ambush tearing peace- 
able consumers to meat 
scraps. They, being sensi- 
ble, recognized the false 
logic of choking the sewers 
with human gore over “rec- 
ognition” or an advance in 
wages—realizing that it was ¢ 
a matter of expression 
rather than oppression, of 
figures rather than frenzy. 

All life is labor; all 
America is liberty, and se- 
cessionists who fire on our 
Fort Sumter of equal rights A 
might still see the warning “Drawn bp Sanford Tousep 
apple tree growing at Ap- 
pomattox. The hundred 





Piuckep! 
When Japan eventually returns Shantung 


and ten millions of us might endure a strike of manicur- 
ists and caramel wrappers philosophically, or even the 
justices of the Supreme Court tearing up the statutes 
or bishops burning down the churches. 

But when hosts of the children of men strike like 
babies pouting against their mother’s milk, we are re- 
minded that we are all of the commonwealth of fellow- 
citizens—that the earth is the mother of us all, and 
that when miners cry for five six-hour mining days a 
week, with a forty per cent. advance in wages, some 
flesh-and-blood mothers are doomed to a bitter time 
getting warm milk for some flesh-and-blood babies this 
winter. 


Political Timber 


HE open season for being prominently mentioned 

for office is before us. Amid this awful turmoil 

of peace and reconstruction we can sense it 

coming. Let us prepare for it, for avoid it we 

cannot. Within the next few weeks and months the 

list of prominently mentioned will grow by leaps and 
bounds. 

Every state governor and every big-town mayor who 
has departed far enough from the norm to get the story 
of his activities on the press wire is going to be sug- 
gested as a likely candidate for president. Local poli- 
ticians in every section are due for mention as possibili- 
ties for governor or senator. “Hank” Grubber, precinct 
committeeman in the township 
of Hoopole, will be touted vo- 
ciferously for county auditor 
or sheriff. There will seem to 
be an astounding number of 
prominent men—more than 
anyone ever dreamed of. 

Now we really possess a 
very small reserve of outstand- 
ing men. There are many more 
of them in print than in fact. 

Let us, therefore, read the 
ramblings of the news huck- 
sters with intelligence and 
humor. And if any of us, meek 
= and lowly though we be, get 
2 prominently mentioned for this 

or that, let us craftily lower 
our sights forty degrees and 
see if there is anything in 
range that we want. 
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Le Rire (Paris). 
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Unfortified——“‘That man has a most 
agreeable personality and a very per- 
suasive address, yet he never seems to 
get anywhere.” 

“Yes,” replied Mr. Dustin Stax. “It’s 
a case of wonderful salesmanship, with 
nothing to sell.” —Washington Star. 


Enterprise—‘‘An efficiency expert is 
without and wishes to see you.” 

“Ts he a real efficiency expert? 
the captain of industry. 

“He must be. There wasn’t a vacant 
chair in the waiting room when he came 
in, but I hadn’t turned my back before 
he was seated and a fat man was stand- 
ing.” 

“Show 
Herald. 


, 


’ asked 


him in.’’—Birmingham Age- 


Always the Viewpoint—‘ You made 


me pay considerably more for this article 


than it is worth.” 

“Do you really think so?” 

“TI do. Don’t you call that profiteer- 
ing?” 

“Not when I manage it. When I do 
anything like that I refer to it as ‘sales- 
manship.’ ”—Washington Star. 


His Answer—A furrier was selling a 
coat to a woman customer. “Yes, 
ma’am,” he said. “I guarantee this to 
be genuine skunk fur_that will wear for 
years.” 

“But suppose I get it wet in the rain,” 
asked the woman. “ What effect will the 
water have on it? What will happen to 
it then? Won’t it spoil?” 

““Madam,” answered the furrier, “I 
have only one answer: Did you ever hear 





of a skunk carrying an umbrella?”-— 
London Tit-Bits. 


A Solemn Business—‘‘It is predicted 
that the new type of salesman will be a 
sort of ballyhoo man, who carries around 
a calliope and performing elephants.” 

“That wouldn’t suit my trade.” 

“What do you sell?” 


“Tombstones.” — Birmingham  Age- 
Herald. 
The Boss’s Advice—‘‘ Now, remem- 


ber, I’m sending you out to sell a portable 


garage.” 

“That’s what.” 

“And in talking this portable ga- 
rage—”’ 

“Ves?” 


“Always pronounce garage the way 
the prospective customer pronounces 
it.”’—Cincinnati Enquirer. 


She Wanted inemmatted 


Phyllis, you wouldn’t 
play these classical duets. Why not try 
something a little more interesting’—Blighty, 
London. 


Auntie—I do wish, 


17 








+ 








DOCTORS 8 














His Prescription—A prominent city 
man, who is as parsimonious as he is 
wealthy, is very fond of getting advice 
gratis. Meeting a well-known physician 
one day, he said to him: 

“‘T am on my way home, doctor, and I 
feel very seedy and worn out generally; 
what ought I to take?” 

“Take a taxi,” came the curt reply.— 
London Tit-Bits. 


Couldn’t See It—Fortune Teller 
(reading cards)—You have money com- 
ing to you, but no sickness whatever. 

Client—That’s singular! I’m the new 
doctor across the street.—Boston Tran- 
script. 


Anything—‘ Doctor, I’ve just re- 
ceived your bill for the operation you 
performed on me. Would you cut any- 
thing off for cash?” 

“Yes, my dear sir, anything—an arm 
or a leg, or what else you may wish re- 
moved.” —Detroit Free Press. 


In Terms of Operations—“ Hand- 
some home Dr. Delver is putting up.” 

“So it is.” 

“T wonder how great an outlay it rep- 
resents.” 

“At a rough guess, I should say no 
less than 50 appendixes and perhaps a 
tumor ortwo.”—Birmingham A ge-Herald. 


Where the Credit Belonged—A man 
who had been very ill told.a pious friend 
that Dr. Jones had brought him through. 
“No,” said his friend, “Providence 
brought you through, not the doctor.” 

“Well, maybe he did, but the doctor 
will charge for it.”—Doctor’s Leisure Hour. 

















Nobody Around—Yeast—Do you 
note any change in the old town since it 
went dry?” 

Crimsonbeak—Sure thing. The lamp- 
posts look more lonesome.—Yonkers 
Statesman. 


Prosperity Follows Prohibition— 
“Count me,” communicates a Superior 
Ave. locksmith, “among those whose busi- 
ness has been benefited by the dry era. 
During the last few weeks I have sold 
more than a thousand padlocks, for use 
on outside cellar doors.”"—Cleveland Plain 
Dealer. 


Adamant—‘“TI’ve just been having a 
heart to heart talk with my doctor,” 
remarked Mr. Jagsby. 

“Did he give you any encouragement?” 

“None whatever. A man might be bit- 
ten by all the rattlesnakes in this county 
and he wouldn’t be able to get a pre- 
scription for liquor out of that fellow!” 
—Birmingham Age-Herald. 


Makes ‘em Smaller—A _ physician 
was called in to treat a case of delirium 
tremens, 

“Can you cure the delirium tremens, 
doctor?” he was asked. 

“No,” answered the physician, “but 
I can make the snakes look smaller.”— 
Journal of the American Medical Associa- 
tion. 


Telltale Economy 


Keeping Up Appearances in German 


==} 
=. 
“Why on earth don’t you put up your 
umbrella?” 
“Can’t. Got nothing in this case but the 
frame. My wife had to use the silk for a 
shirtwaist.”—Jugend (Munich). 


Looked Suspicious—An American 
admiral used to tell the following story 
against himself. He had a congressman 
for a guest, and, having run out of his 
favorite brand of whisky, made up with 
some he could not guarantee. He ex- 
plained this, and added, “Here, how- 
ever, is some brandy that I’ve kept un- 
touched, for a good deal more than 20 
years.” 

“Hand me over the whisky decanter,” 
was the rejoinder. 

“Why?” asked the admiral. 
the matter with the brandy?” 

“That’s what I want to know, Bob,” 
said the guest; “but if you have had 
it untouched in your possession for more 
than 20 years, there must be something 
pretty bad the matter with it.”—Edin- 
burgh Scotsman. 


“What’s 











M. Nouvoriche—Aoec la fortune qu’ils prétendent avoir; ils auraient tout de méme pu acheter 


un deuxiéme piano a leurs filles. . 


Mr. Newlyrich—“ With all the money they pretend to have, you would think they could 
buy their daughters a piano apiece!” —Le Péle Méle (Paris). 
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So Foolish!—“ John,” she said to her 
husband, “tell me about this Irish mat- 
ter. It seems awfully foolish to me.” 

“What’s foolish about it?” 

“Why, I overheard a man on the car 
say the trouble was about an ulster— 
fancy quarreling about an old ulster in all 
this hot weather.”—Boston Transcript. 


He Insisted—In a crowded omnibus 
a stout lady vainly endeavored to get 
her fare out of the pocket of her cldak, 
which was tightly buttoned as a protec- 
tion against pickpockets. After she had 
been trying without effect for some min- 
utes, a gentleman seated on her right 
said: ‘Please allow me to pay your 
fare.” The lady declined with some 
anger, and renewed her attacks on the 
pocket. After some little time the gen- 
tleman again said: “You really must let 
me pay your fare. You nave already un- 
done my braces three times, ana I can’t 
stand it any longer!” —£fficiency Maga- 
zine. 


Inane Chatter—“Is Mrs. Gadder a 
brilliant conversationalist?” 

“Not brilliant, but tireless. She’s one 
of those ‘first-and-third-person’ talkers.” 

“ How is that?” 

“*T said’ and ‘she said.’ ”’—Birming- 
ham Age- Herald. 


Ordering a Dinner—A _ stylishly 
dressed woman entered the restaurant. 
The waiter handed her a bill of fare writ- 
ten in French, and said: “Please mark 
off the dishes you wish to order.” 

Could a woman dressed in the height 
of fashion confess that she was unable to 
read French? Taking the pencil she made 
a few dashes and the order read: “ Dinner, 
$1.00. “June 20,” “Vegetables.” 
“Please pay at the desk.” “No tips.” 

The waiter brought her a dinner of 
steak and potatoes.— Pittsburg Chronicle 
Telegraph. 


The Suit—“ Have you ever appeared 
as a witness in a suit before?” asked the 
bully-ragging Attorney. 

“Why, of course!” replied the Young 
Lady on the witness stand. 

“Then tell the jury just what suit it 
was!” demanded the Attorney. 

“Tt was a blue suit, with a white col- 
lar and white cuffs, and white buttons 
all the way down the back,”’ replied the 
Young Lady.—Cincinnati Enquirer. 


























It’s Tough to Be a Reporter 
The rookie swabs the hardwood deck, 
The captain guides the ship, 
The ensign shouts his orders loud, 
The lootn’t cracks the whip, 
The stokers stoke the livelong day, 
The narson says the prayers, 
The dentist jerks a tooth or two, 
The surgeon has his cares. 


The chief exek, he moseys round 
To see if things are fit, 
The engineer is careful that 
The Ark shall not be hit, 
But I’m the guy who frisks around 
And watches all the bees, 
And drone on deck, or snooze in bunk, 
And live a life of ease. 
—The Arklight. 


Love A la Mode 
It strikes me that she likes me, 
And yet I do not know; 
Since I have candy handy 
Perhaps I’m kept in tow. 


She’s sweeter than the metre 
Of any twilight song; 

With hauteur in her motor 
She bids me come along. 


Then gracious and vivacious 
In stunning hats and spats, 

Quite often she will soften, 
And give me little pats. 


My honey-bird has money, 
And I—that’s why I fret! 
Poor sinner, could I win her, 
I might get out of debt! 
—Town Topics. 


Warm Weather Wishes 
Oh, I would dearly love to be 
A fish that swimmeth in the sea; 
A bird that flieth in the air, 
And findeth cooling breezes there. 
A walrus on a cake of ice— 
That, too, methinks were very nice. 


And yet, if I could have my wish, 

I doubt if I would be a fish, 

For be the weather what it may, 
Fish must drink water every day. 
And I retract my former word 

That I should like to be a bird; 

For though it would be fine to fly, 

It would be work—and that is why. 
And though indeed it would be nice 
To sit upon a cake of ice, 
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—Ah! docteur, vous @tes assuré de ma reconnaissance éternelle! Je ne sais ce que je vous dois 


...laviedun homme... 
—Pour vous, c'est vingt francs. 


“Ah, doctor, let me assure you of my eternal gratitude. I owe you my life.” 
“For you, that will be four dollars.”—Le Rire (Paris). 


Yet how much nicer it would be 
To have that cake of ice in me. 


So, like the bird, I'll seek the shade, 

And there I’li have a cold drink made; 

And, like the fish, I’ll soak it in 

Till it pervades my very skin. 

And in that drink shall clink and float 

A chunk of ice to cool my throat— 

And I shall be more happy, far, 

Than bird and fish and walrus are! 
—Cleveland Plain Dealer. 


The Intermission 






































SE a 
“And when you threatened to scream for 
your mother, did he stop kissing you?” 


“Yes, once or twice!” —World, London. 
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Her Place—‘Lillian,” said mother 
severely, “there were two pieces of cake 
in the pantry this morning, and now 
there is only one. How does this hap- 
pen?” 

“T don’t know,” said Lillian, regret- 
fully. “It must have been so dark that 
I didn’t see the other piece.”—Detroit 
Free Press. 


How Old Was the Teacher?—A 
school teacher who had been telling a 
class of small pupils the story of the dis- 
covery of America by Columbus ended 
it with: “And all this happened more 
than 400 years ago.” 

A little boy, his eyes wide open with 
wonder, said after a moment’s thought, 
“Gee! What a memory you’ve got!”— 
Boston Herald. 


Johnny’s Mistake—Johnny went to 
answer the door bell and replied to a 
woman’s inquiries that his mother was, 
out. “Thank you, I will leave my card,” 
she said, taking out her purse. As she did 
so the square tissue paper that was with 
the card fluttered out and landed on the 
steps. “Hey, missis,” shouted Johnny 
after the departing caller, ‘‘ you dropped 
a cigaret paper.” —Pitisburg Post. 














Ugh! 


Second-Hand Motor Dealer 


Bystander (London 
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Strange, If True—“ Mr. Gadspur 


extols the advantage of a college educa 
tion 
“And no w 
“Why?” 
“His son spent four years at college 
becoming engaged to 
girl or learning how to play the ukulele.” 


i ge-Herald. 


onder.” 


without a chorus 


— Birmingham 


you could 
the 


Unfortunately—* Now if 


just hit it right by composing 





a couple of beautiful bodies last week!— The 


words for a popular song,” urged his 


friend, “you might get independently 
rich.” 


“T know it,” 


I am educated.”—P. 


he groaned, “but, alas, 


riland Oregonian. 


Too Many Studies—“Don’t you 
think learn to love me?” 
“‘Prexy says I’m taking too many studies 


you could 


already,” responded the fair co-ed.— 
Louisville Courier-Journal. 


The Nerve of Him!—* What are you 
writing, old man?” 

“An article entitled ‘Advice to Grad- 
uates.’ ” 

“Eh 
the presumption!” 


Advice to grad Well, of all 
Boston Transcript. 
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Gentle Reminder—/Pol/y—lI like to 
have Jack call, but he never knows when 
to go. 

Dolly—Why don’t you install a small- 
sized traffic semaphore?—Buffalo Ex- 
press. 


He Needed Encouragement.— 
“Well,” remarked Cupid Sparks, the 
marriage license man, the other day, “a 
chap in my neighborhood whom I have 
been waiting to come around for a license 
for a long time, finally mustered up 
courage to propose and came in the 
other day for his sentence. I know 
the young lady quite well, too, so 
asked her how he finally managed it. 
She said: 

“Well, he stayed around one night till 
nearly 12. I gave him a lot of encour- 
agement, but he just couldn’t say any- 
thing. Finally, after he had gotten his 
hat, he said: 

“ “Mabel, do you read the papers?’ 

“T told him of course I did. 

“*And have you read about the in- 
come taxes?’ 

“T certainly have. 

“ “And have you read that after sixty 
days the government is going to tax mar- 
riage licenses?’ 

“Yes, I read that. 

“ “Well, don’t you think that—that we 
ought to practice economy and hurry?’” 

Los Angeles Times. 


The Latest in Government Operations 
Sry F 








—Ah! mon Dieu! 
—Vous en faites 


nt en greve, alors c'est 


ma bonne dame: les 


an 
pas, 
mous qu on 


mendiants : 
le rempla f 
“Mercy me! Why, what 
“Don’t be disturbed, lady. The beggars 
have gone on strike and so we policemen have 
got to replace them.”—Le Rire (Paris). 

















The Pink of Condition 





Customer—Are you quite sure they're fresh? 


Billingsgate . 1f—Fresh! 
M’m.—Blighty. 




















Golf Bugs—His father had taken 
him out to the golf course. That even- 
ing he seemed to be ill-at-ease. 

“Willie,” said his mother, “what is the 
matter with you? I wish you'd stop 
scratching yourself.” 

“T don’t know what's the matter, but 
I guess I must have got some of those 
golf bugs on me,” was Willie’s reply.— 
Detroit Free Press. 





The 
don, sir, 
Station? 

Golf Bug—I should say about a full 
drive, three brassies and a putt.—Boston 
Evening Transcript 


Distance—S tranger—Beg 
how far is it to the 


par- 
North 


What She Wore—Ne//—I heard you 
were out on the golf links yesterday. 
What did you go round in? 

Stell—My new Scotch plaid. Really, 
dear, it fits perfectly—Manchester 
Guardian. 


He. Knew Him—“What do you mean, 
young man,” asked the merchant of the 
boy “by counting your change so 
carefully. Are you afraid that I would 
cheat you?” 

“IT don’t know,” replied the boy 
just making sure that you won't. 
used to caddie for you at the golf club.” 
—Detrow Free Press. 


“I'm 
I 


Why, they're that fresh they'll race you ’ome, 


Something to Look Forward to— 
Dubb Golfer—The day I get round these 
links in less than a hundred, I'll give 
you a dollar. 

Caddie—Thank ye, sir. It'll come in 
handy in me old age.—Boston Tran- 
script. 


Luck—“Swinson had wonderful 
luck at golf yesterday.” 

“Did some fast playing, eh?” 

“No, his playing was rotten, but he 
found a nest of eighteen perfectly good 
eggs some farmer's hen had hidden in 
the grass.”—IlWiichita Eagle. 








rave, | 











Sure!—Flatbush—Don't you think 
men travel more in the summertime than 
they do in the winter? 

Bensonhurst—Why, sure! Just think 
of the number of miles I have to go with 
the lawn-mower compared to those I 
have to travel with the snow-shovel! 

Yonkers Statesman. 


Catching the Blimp—“What is your 
opinion of this wonderful development 
in air travel?” 

“Well,” replied Mr. Crosslots, “for one 
thing it’s going to make commuting 
mighty interesting for the next genera- 
tion."—Washington Star. 


Cause for Gratitude—‘I got a cin- 
der in my eye. Should I complain to 
the railroad administration?” 

“You reached your destination 
without other mishap and in a reason- 
able length of time, didn’t you?” 

“Oh, yes.” 

“In that case, instead of complaining, 
you ought to wire your thanks to the 
railroad administration.” — Birming- 
ham Age-Herald. 


Those Slow Trains—Bacon—Been 
away? 

Egbert—Yes, just made a flying trip 
South. 

“Oh, did you go in an aeroplane?” 

“Certainly not; I went down on the 
train.” 


“Well, 


I can’t understand how any- 


body can call riding on a Southern 
—~Yonkers Statesman. 


train flying.” 


A Family Event 








Tue First TootrH 
Fliegende Blaeiter (Munich). 
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twisted expression, Jl 'DGE will pay $5. 
the bona fide nature of the “break.” 


A Broad Statement—‘Like most 
tmoralists, Mr. Hamilton approaches 
his subject gingerly. His is a running 
RUMP into the spice fields, and the 
run is a good deal longer than the 
jump is broad.”—Heywood Broun in 
the New York Tribune. 


Bow-wowing to H. C. of L.—‘Simi- 
lar conditions exist at the McAlpin, 
the WALporG, the Pennsylvania, Astor 
and other large hotels."-—New York 
Tribune. 


His Offer—If any lady wants a 
nice little thoroughbred French bulldog, 
I can suit her; registered, pedigreed 
stock. 100 South Broadway, Everett, 
Mass.—Boston Globe. 


Wanted—General housework girl 
WITH OR WITHOUT WASHING; good pay 
Apply B. H. Ludwig, 186 Ruthven St. 


Sticky Stuff—Wanted—GLve and 
gelatin representative to cover Boston 
and New England territory; Z 153, 
Globe office —Boston Globe. 


Fifty-fifty—Lost—Big bay horse, 
with one eye and one tail, strayed from 
pasture. Gloucester, N. J.—Philadel- 
phia Inquirer. 


Particular—Wanted—A first class 
fox hound, NO OTHER NEED APPLY. 5S 
A. Barstow, So. Berwick, Me—Boston 
Globe. 


Junoesque — Sergeant Harshman, 
168th Battalion Canadian Light In 


fantry, is in the city soliciting sub- 
scriptions to a LARGE EASTERN WOMAN’S 
MAGAZINE.—Greenfield ([nd.) Daily Re- 
porter. 





Ready to Eat—‘For Sale—Low 
down top milk wagon, suitable for ice 
cream in good order. Price $50. 166 
Webster Ave., Jersey City, N. J.”"— 
Bergen (N. J.) Eagle. 


Alphabetical—“No one accumulates 
superfluous flesh unless he eats more 
than he can utilize. Or rather, he eats 


more than he does utilize, for as a 
rule, the fault is rather in his care- 
ful avoidance of real exercise than 
Yewo 
Times 


ktagedvance.”—Akron Evening 





This department will be a regular feature of JUDGE 
from newspapers, magazines or books and all readers are invited to contribute. 








Hercules—Sign on warehouse on 
Third Avenue, Birmingham, Ala. 
“Mover of Houses, Stores, Offices, 
Factory, Farms.” 


Burlesoned?—Sationary. The best 
for the best price. In the Post Of- 
fice—lJliff (Colo.) Independent. 


Over-Equipped—“She pressed her 
teeth against her lower lips.”—Septem- 
ber “Shadowland.” 


Tremendously Important—All 
agreed that he was doing a tremend- 
ously important work, and that he was 
accomplishing a great deal of good, 
the value of which could not be 
UNDERESTIMATED.—New York World. 


Quite a Jump—The total value of 
minerals produced in the United States 
in 1918 was $5,526,000. This is an in 
crease of about $500,000,000 over the 
record in 1917.—Utica Daily Press. 


Hard on Peoria—For Sale—Farm, 
160 acres, all level black loam, 18 miles 
from Peoria, 2 miles from a Goop TOWN. 
W. Hoffman, 102 Sumner avenue.— 
Peoria (1ll.) Star. 


Old Enough—She was aged 72 
years, six months and 25 YEARS.—Can 
ton (Ill.) Register. 


Wanted—Wanted—Girl who is 
competent to keep pay Roo_.—/Peoria 
(Jil) Star. 


Fixing "Em Up—tThe officers of the 
Young Women’s Christian Association 
are being PAINTED AND PUT IN CONDI- 
rion for the winter.—Kalamazoo 
Gazette. 


Hard on Mr. Leahey—John Leahey, 
Sr., who has been the owner of one 
of the most spirited horses that ever 
set a foot on turf, and who has been 
retired for a couple of years on ac- 
count of old age, HAD TO BE SHOT one 
day last week on account of slipping 
on the ice and breaking a leg.—Lilly 
(Penn.) Signal. 


Oh, Harold!—Harold E. Talbott 
was the HOSTESS to nine guests at 
luncheon Tuesday at the Dayton Coun- 
try Club.—Dayton (O.) News. 
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We will pay $1 each for acceptable “Bad Breaks” which may be clipped 
For the most amusing error of the types or a 
The original clipping, with its source indicated in each instance, must be sent in to show 
No “Bad Breaks” rejected will be returned to senders unless postage is inclosed and none 
already published as “Bad Breaks” are desired by JUDGE. 










Some Throw—C. H. Sanders, a 
young man of Dugansville, in this 
county, was badly injured when his 
motorcycle threw him asouT Two 
MILES from this city—Lexrington (Ky.) 


Leader. 


Careful of the Cows—Wanted—Mid- 
dle aged woman to WASH, IRON AND 
MILK TWO cows.—Rochester Herald. 


A Fair Wage—Men wanted to 
handle lumber, $40 per hour. William 
M. Lloyd Co., Susquehanna Ave. wharf. 
—Philadelphia Inquirer. 


Heavy Bread—Some master bakers 
are selling bread cheaper to New 
Albany grocers than to Louisville gro- 
cers. This is part of a statement made 
through the press by the Kentucky 
High Cost of Living Commission, in 
which 9 cents is declared to be a fair 
price for a loaf of sixteen POoUNDsS.— 
Louisville Evening Post. 





Books, 40c each 


Close-out of 
subscription edition 


1,005, slightly soiled, but real- | 
ly in very good condition. Zane | 
| Grey, Rex Beach, Robert Cham- 
bers, Henry Seton Merriman, 
Holman Day, Francois Coppee, 
De Maupasant,— Daubert are 
among the authors represented. 
—Advt. of N. Y. Department 
Store. 














We have always admired Alphonse 
Daudet as a word colorist and we resent 
this slur upon his verbal art. 


Disappearing Service—“No,” said 
the commuter. “I’m not making any 
complaints about the road.” 

“Then you are satisfied.” 

“T won’t say that. But the last time 
I complained about my trip they took 
that train off the next day.”—Washing- 
ton Star, 














New 


Disco's 


o f 


Best Phonograph Records | 


SELECTIONS 





IN’T Gelett Awful! You Can't step. Pollyanna would call it a 
“glad” tune, but it’s gayer than 


Keep a Good Man Down! Under the consecutive weekly head- 


We hereby acknowledge receipt of wees nao ® y eucer ule, ance, = Lon that, being happily free from senti- 
the following: cert,” and rag : Diss os lists mentality. “Jerry” is more com- 
My Dear Disco appear regularly in JUDGE. monplace, yet strictly danceable 
f confess 1 am a disciphobiac. He makes a careful study of all stuff. Orlando’s Orchestra plays 

, : 5 moe the standard records as issued, and hese with lots of life 

I own many records. But alas, from these chooses the few which these with lots ite. 

our house is not fire-proof, and : ee ee ee fer CONSER —., . —_—," z r. 

he considers most desirable. ¢ This I'm Forever BLow1nc Buneres. Waltz. 


horror is that my 
records may burn up. Besides 
the loss, this would bring my 
home in bad odor. But, to be 


my nightly 


week he selects from the month's 
Dance records. 

Disco gladly answers questions 
regarding phonographs and records 


Played by Selvin’s Novelty Orchestra. 
YEARNING. Fox Trot. Played by 
Joseph C. Smith’s Orchestra. Victor 
18603. 


serious—I wish to rearrange my 
library of discs in order of their 
value, so that if the house does 
catch fire I may save at least 
some of the best. It may be that 
I shall have time to save but one 

if so, what one shall that be? 


of all makes. He will tell you which 
artists have recorded your favorite 
selections and which compames have 
issued them. In writing, enclose self- 
addressed envelope for reply 


This bubble-blowing number has 
been a hit for sometime. Everybody 
likes it. Here it is mighty well done. 
“Yearning,” that soulful ditty, is 
cheered on its way by a lively or- 
chestra and put through two-piano 
stunts, so that it almost forgets to 











My wife and I cannot agree. CAROLINA SUNSHINE. Waltz. 
You offer to answer any ques- Perer Gink. One-step. Played by yearn. 
ee ee oe rag Drown Beaters Emerson iwane, Cop Bove Fos, Sot 
, ¥ ° — “—— Played by Wilbur Sweatman’s Orig- 
will you kindly answer me this Best waltz of the month, crisply taal Snow Miiell : 
What is the best record in the Browned. This is the Fraternal ALcono.tic Biues. Fox trot. Played 


world . , ’ Order of Browns’ first offering by Louisiana Five. Columbia 
¥ ours sincerely, under Emersonian auspices. The A 2768. 

Gelett Burgess. recording is not yet one hundred \ supreme example of Sweat 

*,* - Ae - « - 

per cent. perfect, but it’s good mania; the brainiest, most imagina- 


Frankly, we are floored. For the life 
of us we can’t think of records in quanti 
ties of less than a gross. Will some of 
our kind readers please step up and help 
us out by telling us what to tell him? 


“Peter Gink” we have written reams 


tion-stirring jazz we ever heard. 
about already. 


We'll wager Rimski-Korsakov or 
Debussy would have revelled in 
studving the arabesque-like inter- 
weaving of the instrumental voices 


CAsTLes IN Spain. One-step. 
Jerry. Fox trot. layed by Nicholas 
Orlando’s Orchestra. Pathé 22168. 





DANCE “Castles in Spain” is as fresh as into a primitively vivid design. f 
a folk-song. We suspect that it Tschaikowsky never used trombones 

Atconotic Bives. Fox trot. actually is one, done up into a one- more commandingly. Some Afro- : 
Inpta. Fox trot. Played by Nov- American polyphony! “Alcoholic 
Aeolian-V ocalion Blues,” while equalling it for 


elty Five 
12183. 

To the memory of J. Barley- 
corn, but hardly sacred to it— 
nor is the melancholy of the 
still, brooding sort. This teaches 
us a great lesson: if you are 
beset by the blues, don’t eat out 
your heart in silence and soli- 


dance purposes, is less worthy of 
musical analysis, yet carries out 
the aridity motif by sounding 
shrill and parched. 


Merci Beaucourp! One-step. 
My Carro Love. Fox trot. Played 
by Waldorf-Astoria Dance Or- 








tude, but work off your sadness chestra. Columbia A2764. 
with wild whoops. It clears the . i 
air and aids digestion. If you A brisk but not startling one- 
must suffer, suffer after the step, played with verve. The 
manner of this saxophone in Waldorfers need all their force- 
sonorous syncopations. Flipping fulness to make “My Cairo 





Love” snap out of her Oriental 
languor. 


(Concluded on page 34) 


up the disc to its other side, we —_—— 
find a lively number of the Photo ty Ii, News 
“Hindustan” tribe. A first class Tue Green 


dance record. 


Wuetuer To 


ARGUING 
Strike Or Not. 
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Getting Local Color for Barcarolles 














Photo by Batn. 
Stracciari evidently 
necds the coxwain s 
aftention 


ines 
! 











Photo by Ill. News. : Photo by Ill. News. 
Carlo Hackett wishes it would reverse so Gits Rice communicates sailing orders 
he could put salt on its tail to his yacht. 








Photo by Ill. News. 
Toscha Seidel suddenly 
double-stobping 

















Photo by Bain. Photo by IU. News. 
Let the motor balk! Forcsighted Paul Althouse is costumed Victor Herbert oozing “Handy Andy” out of its wet garage, 
for getting out and cranking it just saving its nose from a scratch 











= 2 =a 








Photo by Bain. Photo by Bain Photo by Bain. 
Sally Hamlin, being well brought-up, Lets go! Adele Rowland all set for John McCormack steers his motor boat 
politely avoids disturbing the lake catching crabs while it is safely tethered 
25 
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“Yes, that was 


afterwards. 
what the officers always 
said.”) Mustered out and 
lacking funds, he applies for a 
job at the office of IVheeler, a 
big financier, and while in the 
latter’s inner waiting room is 
an involuntary but constantly appealed to and confided 
in audience of a complicated family fracas. Sixteen- 
year old Bobby, fired from his third school, has been 
snared by the housemaid. “Listen,” he asks Clarence. 
“Do you think when a man’s taken advantage of a 
woman's inexperience and kissed her, he is bound to 


ONCLUDING an aca- 
demic ecstasy upon the 
beauty of the Mona 
Lisa, a professor at 

Princeton ac dressed to a ser- 
ious young scholarship man 
the question: “Mr. R—, 
what are your views on the subject?” Mr. R laid 
his pencil upon his notebook, rose, and replied with 
perfect deference and earnestness: “Personally I 
should prefer a somewhat younger type.” And neither 
he nor the professor could understand why the whole 


TRE BER RE REE R ER CRORGR GES OSES 8S 2S 2 SE SS 0 
The True Knight of Truth 


By LAwTon MACKALL 

















class burst out laughing. Today Mr. R is one of 


the most brilliant research men of the Rockefeller In- 
stitute. Just a case of the scientific mind. 

Why is it that to be always logical is to be frequently 
funny? It is simply that the average human being 
thinks conventionally rather than categorically, and ex- g 


pects you to do the same, and not 
answer his, “Well, what do you 
know about that!” with, “Only 
what I’ve been able to gather 
from what you've told me.” 
Whether in the laboratory or the 
drawing room, the scientific mind, 
concerning itself only with the 
pursuit of Truth, takes no ac- 
count of the usual, the socially 
customary, but proceeds directly 
according to pure reason. It 
knows no small talk. 

The delicious, unconscious 
humor of this type of mind is set 
before us most amusingly in 
Booth Tarkington’s new play, 
“Clarence,” which several of the 
critics have pronounced to be the 
best comedy ever written by an 
American. For our part, we'd 
say it was twice as good as any 
other comedy by an American. 

Clarence is a young scientist 
who before the war was a lead- 
ing authority on certain species 
of beetles, or coleoptera, as he 
calls them. During the world- 
conflict for Democracy, he held 
the rank of mule-driver in the 
Q. M. C. in Texas. (“You must 
have made an odd sort of sol- 
dier,” remarked someone to him 


another woman ?” 


widower, asks: “If 


oo 





was leading to was, that I, 


What I 
personally, am indifferent to your reason for finding 
this young man, or any other young man, odious. 


Clarence: 


The reason, I say, is indifferent to me. _ I 
merely experience the pleasure of the fact. 

Violet: What fact? 

Clarence: That you don't like him. 

Violet: I believe you are the queerest person I 
ever met, 

Clarence . 
said of my grandfather 
ried sixty-one years. 

Violet: Your grandfather was as queer as that? 

Clarence: No. Only to grandmother. 

26 


That’s what my grandmother always 
And they had been mar- 


into thirty-five fits over a thing like that?” 


go ahead and marry her, even if he is in love with 
Cora, the daughter, indignant at 
being reprimanded for seeing too much of a grass- 


you were my father, would vou 
"To 
which he replies: “No, not that 
many.” Even the jealousy of 
Mrs. Wheeler No. 2 for Cora’s 
pretty governess is, as it were, 
submitted to him for considera- 
tion. At last Wheeler, partly out 
of self-protection, gives Clarence 
a job as secretary in his own 
home, hoping that this extra- 
ordinary ex-mule-driver may 
make his frenzied family pull to- 
gether. In the end the humble 
but mysterious highbrow does 
achieve the impossible, tune the 
piano, mend the hot water plant, 
and marry the pretty governess. 
When “Tark” (as everyone 
once knew Mr. Tarkington) left 
Princeton his friends felt sure he 
would achieve considerable fame 
in the literary world. He did— 
after about eight years of hard 
work. With the appearance of 
“Monsieur Beaucaire” he stepped 
forth from the ranks of the un- 
known and put on his bay leaves, 
which ever since he has been 
wearing with considerable grace. 
“Clarence,” his latest, is a true 
Tarkington production, which 
means, of course, that it is de- 
cidedly “worth while.” 
The whole play is a delight. If 
you go to it once, you will go 
again. 






























Throwing Out 
the Laugh- 
Lines in 

“Clarence” 








Glenn 
Hunter 
as Bobby 





The Wheeler Flood family in a characteristic 
squabble; this time over the meaning of a big 
word sprung on them by Clarence, the incom- 
prehensible. 

Borsy—I don’t think it was a word myself. 
Look, I think it was somep’m he made up, 
because, listen, if it was a word, why father’d 
have known it. 
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“T don’t want my 
father to know I’m 
here. We haven't 
got along too 
well lately and 
besides I took 


his spats.” 


a 


a 


— 
ute . 
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Alfred 
Lunt as 
C turence 


He explains that his 
learning to play the 
saxobhone was an 
“accident’—he once 
had occasion to use 
the instrument to test 
whether certain Spe- 
cies of beetles found 
in Montana were 


deaf. 


Cora: “What did you do in the war?” Crarence: “I drove a mule.” Cora: “What on 
earth did you do that for?” CLarence: “TI didn't select that branch of the service myself.” 
Cora: “You mean somebody told you to?” CLarence: “Yes; I thought it was better 
to do what they said.” 
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Tue First Stock ExcHANGE 
—N, Y, University Cap and Bells 


Educational Reverses 


I was never a star at the theatre door, 
Where I hadn't learned to hover. 
But a doubly distingué sophomore 
Who has always been ignorant heretofore, 
Such vital neighborhoods must explore 
And play the giddy lover. 


Selecting a maid in an opera corps, 
I wrote to say | was a 
Distinctly distinguished sophomore, 
And, enclosing an orchid; begged to implore 
A smile from her—and very much more; 
A meal at the Copley-Plaza. 


My lady (who'd ogled at me before) 
Perhaps disliked my letter 

And a doubly distingué sophomore 

Is apt to consider a show a bore 

When a stubborn actress tends to ignore 
The embryo coquetter 


However, I stepped to the actor's door, 
While my nervous blush grew redder 
Though a doubly distingué sophomore, 
My sufferings suffered a sad encore 
When off a horrible actor bore 
My queen—to the Georgian led her 


Misguided maiden, I stooped to implore, 
My sulking heart rejects her! 













Joyous, Irresponsible 





lo a double distingué sophomore 
Who was very much happier heretofore, 
Remember the wound+of rebuffal’s sore, 
\nd the gash in the self-respect, sir! 
Harvard Lampoon 





Retrospection 


And then I got to thinking what the dickens I 
would do, 

When I had made my name and laid away my 
millions too, 

If on my knee, my sonny he should say, “Now 
tell me, Pop, 

Between us two, did you get through at Tech? 
What made you stop?” 

Now you can bet that theoret will be the bitter 
blot 

On my career at Tech up here, the gory Gordian 
Knot 

But shall I tell him what befell in all its 

dread detail? 
Or shall I veil the woeful tale and send the boy 
to Yale? —Mass. Tech. Voo Doo. 














Innocent—People say I have eyes just like 
my father 


Drowsy—Uh-huh 
He Said 


Once said a spotted giraffe, 
Whose neck was a mile and a half, 
“My only delight is 
To have tonsilitis, 
But it hurts me like h—! when I laugh.” 
—California Pelican 


Pe yp-ey ed 


Don’t! 
You may call a man a rounder, 
He will smile, and laugh it off; 
You may say that he’s a plodder, 
He will grin, and loudly scoff; 
You may launch a stream of 
Accusations at him without end; 
But, don’t ask him if he voted dry, 
Or you'll be out a friend. 
—Yale Record. 


Preference? 
He left her on the U Club steps, 
And straightway started home. 
He didn’t hang around a bit, 
He had the chaperone 
—Penn State Froth. 


Blocking Traffic 


Each time I try to dance with Mary, 

Something she wears gets quite contrary. 

I wondered what and why it was. 

But now I’m wise—'course it does. 
—Purple Cow. 


-— @ 
Wuere A Goop Man Atways Takes A Back Seat 
—Columbia Jester. 
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over 
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no 





last 











T:: while I tell you how the miracle happened 


4: 





October 18, 1919 















say! Of all men perhaps he was the last I had ex- 
pected to find as the president of this great new 
pany. They had told me that Mr. Lindsay, of the 
solidated, was looking for a fine country home and was 
ested in buying the Dollard Place in Englewood; so as 
itor of the Dollard estate I had come to discuss the 
ms with him. 
But Lindsay! Surely some miracle had happened. For it 
vas the very man who had come to me “dead broke”’ about 
ur years back and had asked me to help him get a new job. 
You are surprised, Mr. Otis, I can see that without 
ir telling me. Let that real estate matter rest for a mo- 
It won’t 
It all seems simple as A B C, as I look 


We: should walk into the room but Howard Lind- 


take five minutes 
ck on It now 


How It All Began 


Our new life began when we discovered how to save 
mney. That happened soon after I started in the new 
job you helped me secure. And it all came about right in 
yown home. Our sole source of supply was my salary of 
$000. That first year we didn’t save one cent. Besides 
that, we woke up on New Year’s day to find a big bunch 

{ unpaid bills to be taken care of somehow or other out 
df future salary checks. 

When I asked myself the reason for all this I found 

t I did not know the reason, and po more did my wife, 

suse we hadn’t the faintest idea what our money had 
deen spent for 

“Then we looked around among our friends and learned 
a great lesson 

“The Weeds, I know, were getting more than $8,000 a 
year. They lived in a modest apartment, did not wear 
fine clothes, seldom went to the theater, did little enter- 
ng, yet we knew they barely had enough money to pay 
d t bills. 

“In the case of the Wells, I found a very different story 
und one that set me thinking hard. Their income was 
$2,000 a year, yet, to my amazement, they confided to us 

ut they had saved $600 a year ever since they were mar- 
ed. They didn’t have any grand opera in their program 
except on their little Victrola—but they did go to the 
heater regularly, they wore good clothes, entertained their 
riends at their home and were about the happiest and 
nost contented couple of all our married friends 

“The difference between these two families was that in 
ne case the expenditures were made without any plan— 
while in the other the income was regulated on a weekly 
ret system. 

“We sat down that evening and made up a budget of 
all our expenses for the next fifty-two weeks. We dis- 

vered leaks galore. We found a hundred ways where 
little amounts could be saved. 

“In one short month we had a ‘strangle hold’ on our 
expenses and knew just where we were going. In one year 

wife proudly produced a bank book showing a tidy 
savings account of $800. 











My New Grip on Business 


“In the meantime an extraordinary change had come 
ver me in business. 

“I didn’t fully realize this until the president called me 
one day and said, ‘Lindsay, you have been doing excep- 
mally well. I have been studying your work for the 
last year and you have saved the company a lot of money 


| 


We have decided to give you an interest in the business.’ 


“So there you are. It is wonderful, isn’t it? I often 
wished I might tell m ystory to the thousands of young mar- 
ried couples who are having the hardest time of their lives 
just when they ought to be having the best time.” 

So now I have the opportunity and you are lucky, if 
only you will act on the wonderful message this story 
contains. HARRISON OTIS 


The Magic Budget Plan 


The Ferrin Money Making Account System is built on 
the experience of Howard Lindsay. This system which is 
simplicity itself, comprises: 

The Ferrin Money Making Account Book 

The Ferrin Kitchen Calendar (for the household). 

The Ferrin Pocket Account Book. 

The Ferrin Investment and Insurance Register. 

The Ferrin Household Inventory and Fire 
Record. 

Compact information is given on Making a Budget, 
Keeping Expense Accounts, Making Safe Investments, 
Making an Inventory of Household Goods. 

There is no red tape or complicated bookkeeping in this 
system—it is so simple that anyone can keep it—so con- 
venient that you will not notice the few moments of your 
time required to make entries. The Pocket Account Book 
(price when sold separately 50 cents) contains printed slips 
so that you have only to jot down the amounts of your 
daily expenditures. The Kitchen Calendar (price 50 cents) 
keeps track of household expenses. At the end of each week 
or month these amounts are transferred to the Money 
Making Account Book, which contains 112 pages, size 
84x10%4 inches, and is bound in half blue Silk Cloth Back 
—Cadet Blue Cover, Paper Sides—Turned Edges, semi- 
flexible, stamped in gold on Front Cover. his book has 
been prepared by an expert to fit any salary from the small- 
est to the largest. Incorporated in it is a recapitulation 
for every month of the year which shows at a glance the 
Budget and the amounts paid out during the month for the 
various classified items of expense. It is the only book to 
our knowledge which has a Budget column for every month. 
Special columns are provided for items on which an in- 
come tax does not have to be paid so that these amounts 
may be deducted at the end of the year. (This feature 
alone may save you many times the small price of the 
System.) 

The Ferrin Investment Insurance Register is designed 
to keep an accurate record of your investments, insurance 
policies, etc. Contains 32 pages, size 5x8 inches, price sep- 
arately, 50c. The Ferrin Inventory and Fire Insurance 
Record will enable you to make and keep a complete in- 
ventory of every room in the house; also provides for 
record of your fire insurance policy. It is an absolute 
necessity in case of a fire. It may save you many thousand 
times the cost, which is 50c when sold separately. 


Insurance 


Two Minutes a Day 


The Ferrin Money Making Account System takes only 
two minutes a day. Any grammar school boy or girl can 
keep the accounts. This method is not a hard task. It is 
just fun. 

Now you need not worry about the money you spend 
for clothes, food, rent or the theater. You will spend it 
freely because you will know how much you can afford to 
spend 

The Ferrin Money Making System is a most practical 


ow We Stopped the Leaks 


That Kept Us 


|'_Poor *« x » 


How Howard Lindsay and His Wife 
Discovered an Easy Way to Save One- 
Third of Their Income. 
That Applies to Any Income. 


By HARRISON OTIS 


A Secret 


gift to any newly married couple. Many people use them 


for Christmas gifts 


Send No Money 


See how magically the Ferrin Money Making Account 
System works, no matter how much or how little your in- 
come. We know what you will think of it when you see 
it. So we are willing to send you the complete system with- 
out your sending us any money in advance. Just mail the 
coupon, and back will come the system by return mail. If 
you feel that you can afford not to have it, simply send it 
back and you will owe nothing. 

But when you have seen what big returns the Ferrin 
System will pay you, you will surely want to keep this 
wonderful aid to money-mak- 
ing especially as we are now 
making a special short-time 
offer of only $3 for the com- 
plete system. 

You will appreciate what a 
remarkable offer this is when 
you consider that other ex- 
pense account books are sold 





READ! 


Letter from Head of 
Financial Department of 
Largest Corporation of 
Its Kind in the United 
States 

Independent Corporation 


for $3 and cover a period of 
only two years. The Ferrin 
Money Making Account Book 
covers four years, and there- 
fore has twice the value, $6. 
And in addition you get the 
Ferrin Kitchen Calendar, the 
Ferrin Pocket Account Book, 
The Ferrin Investment and 
Insurance Register, The Fer- 
rin Household Inventory and 
Fire Insurance Record, each 
worth 50c or $2.00. You have 
the opportunity, therefore, of 
securing $8 value for only $3. 

But we can make this spe- 
cial combination offer only for 
a limited time. We expect to 
place this System in one hun- 
dred thousand homes this 
year. We want your home to 
be one of them You are 
therefore urged to mail the 
coupon now—to do so costs 
nothing and does not obligate 
you in any way, and it may 
be a revelation to you of how 
much more you can get out of 
your income 





Gent'emen: 

I consider your ac- 
count book a remarkable 
contribution to the peo- 
ple of this country at 
this time 

In our company we 
nave 5000 employes and 
it was a revelation to me 
in giving them advice in 
regard to the making out 
of their income tax re- 
turns to find how few had 
any intelligent idea of 
their income and their 
living expenses 

The simplicity of your 
plan which by comparison 
with previous methods of 
av’count keeping would 
seem to be _ well-nigh 
automatic appeals to me 
strongly. 

They say you can't 
teach an old dog new 
tricks. but I will say to 
you that I am going to 
use the Ferrin Book for 
my own family expenses, 
and consider it will 
make money for meright 
from the start 
(Signed) D. 8. Burton 





FREE EXAMINATION COUPON 


SSOHSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSESSSSSSSSSCODE 


INDEPENDENT CORPORATION 


Publishers of The Independent Weekly 


Dept. F 14810, 


119 W. 40th St., N. Y. 


Please send me the Ferrin Money-Making Account System (the 
entire five books) for Free Examination I will 


full payment within 5 days after receipt, or return the books 


Name 








29 . 





send you $3 in 
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Dining Car Forward i Se PO 
10se husband has gone— 
By Fatrrax D. Downey Order an oyster cocktail— 
Party’s on! 
A Poetical Shimme in Nine Stanzas Through 
Twelve Cars - y° 
AST call for dinner— Kelly -W 1S€ 
Rise from your seat By Ex-Rec. Ser. May. Lee S. Henry 
Sink back gracefully 





Then repeat. “One of our muleskinners had drawn a { 

Start for the diner— French horse, which was not used to one word 

Right and left sway. of English, especially such English as our mu 

Meet fat lady in the skinners used. After getting the horse, he tried 

Narrow way. to lead it off to the stable. It would not / 
One step forward, budge J 

Then tw »s back— <2. : . 

he Sway Stet ick He tugged, jerked and cursed it. All to no 

Shove her in the wash room. avail 


All clear track. 

lrain starts to lurching— 
Down on all fours 

See funny names on the 
Vestibule doors 


“Finally he said: ‘Hey, Roy, come help m 
turn this darn thing over on its back. I think 
it will slide easier than it will pull. ’” 














Meet hungry fellow He Made a Sale 
COHAN & HARRIS THEATRE, Wert 424 Sees He says. “Hey! “1 have yore—” 
Eves. 8:15 ats & Sat.2:15 Going to the dining car? an “_ : Tt e BS te?” 
“BEST MUSICAL PLAY SINCE THE MERRY WIDOW” T’othee tame?” I don't ‘want 0 Lives of the poets. 
Pan a) “Say ’ 


The Royal Vagabond Reverse your engines “No ‘Home Hints for Helpless Highbrows 


Feeling pretty sore 


“But——” 
ORIGINAL CAST See the silly people you “ny ic ' . Seeks © , 
ene indie No ‘Compendium of Handy Wit and 


REPUBLIC JHEATRE, 42nd St..W. of Brdwy. = i adigi¥ 
Evenings 8:30. Mats. Wed. & Sat. 2:30 I rip over bz iby reap a , 

A. H. WOODS Presents Land on your ear. my dear sir . - 
“No ‘Last Words of Famous Fops. 


4 > Smell chops a-burning — : 
A Voice in the Dark Diner’s near. “Lissen a minute, will you?” 


With ORIGINAL CAST Dodge past a waiter Well? | , 


Train takes a loop ‘I’m selling a book telling how to make real 


For EVERYONE! Put steadyving hand in stuff with a real kick.” 
Happy Days Someone ! Then he was invited in. 








§ soup 
MATINEE. a che HIPPODROME : 
HAPPY PRICES. Seats 8 weeks ahead 
— { 
>= 
On Managing a Wife | 
NE hears a lot of nonsense about the dif- ” 1 
ficulty of managing a wife. In reality 1 
it is ridiculousy easy. By carefully observing | 
the following rules anyone can manage even | 
the most unreasonable woman. 
1. Put her in a handsome house in the most 
exclusive street of the town where you live. 
2. Maintain a country house, automobiles 
et 
Give her at least six servants. 
4. Open accounts for her at the best shops 
in the city 
5. Never complain about a bill. 
6. Allow her at least five thousand dollars ; 
pin money, | ¢ 
7. Let her family sponge on you as much 
as they like. ‘ t 
8. Never compliment another woman = 
9. Let her have her way in everything ‘ 
t 
Indoor Sports for the Coming Winter ; 
By E_munp J. Keirer , 
Wrestling with the furnace. 
Fishing coals out of the sieve. 
Camping around the radiator. 
Hunting steamer rugs 
Diving between the sheets. Drawn by Emit Fionei ' 
Flying to the bathroom. Look Out or SHE'LL Bust 
30 
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na 
1 

, 
ea 

m er (to p sor What about 

the gnity of the professior Che first 

hing you know you'll be wanting as much 

J izes as a brick-layer! 


Overdoing It 
Tom P. Morcan 
a [ was a quite wedding, of course?” said 
the able editor of the Tumlinville Torch 
of Liberty and Tocsin of the Times. 
“Well, no; not presizely,” replied Gap John- 





son, of Rumpus Ridge, Ark., who was in the 
county seat on a shopping expedition. “You 
the bride’s mother bellered so loud at th 


ught of losing her only daughter that the 
Presiding Elder’s horse broke loose from th« 


TOKE 





hitch-rack and ran away, and the groom, who 
peared to be a kind-hearted sort of feller, said 
hat if she was going to take it as hard as all 


that he reckoned he'd g 
» marry another girl that hi ki da had his eye on, 


1 


t didn’t have no mother to pester about 


e up the notion and 


it happened to her. And it was only after 
veral of us gents had taken him aside and 
’ reasoned with him and slipped him a dram or 


» of bone-dry licker, and the Elder had 
ed with him and the bride’s father had bent 

gun over his head a couple of times that he 

-onstructed his decision and agreed to go on 
the marrying.” 


His Leniency 


Children, you may believe it or not. as vou 
choose,” said old Festus Pester, to an assort 
ment of his young nephews and nieces, “but 
when I was your age I rarely had even a dime 
for spending money. I often slept up next to 
the roof where the snow sifted through the 

ngles and formed little drifts on the coverlid 
, by morning. My clothes were usually the gar- 
ments of my elders cut down to fit me in an 
xceedingly sketchy fashion. and so forth and 

»}on. Indeed, I had a much tougher life of it 
then than vou have now. But, as I do not hold 

ut personally responsible, I shall not take up 

ur time and mine in moaning and snarling 
bout it to you for hours at a stretch.” 


Of Course 
By WALTER PULITZER 


There’s “fine sense” and “coarse-sense.” 





Each good in its way. 
But the man who has horse-sense 
Knows when to sav “neigh.” 








“Are you tired again this morning ?” 


NRESTFUL slumber—zest for neither breakfast 

nor work—nothing but a dreary vision « of a tired 
day—of “I don’t know what’s come over me.” 

The steady grind and shocks of work and worry 

have worn out the nerves’ reserve. Short of a com- 


a scientific food-tonic is the one thing 


urgently needed—and that means Sanatogen. 


For, as Sir Gilbert Parker, the statesman-novelist, 
“Sanatogen is a true food-tonic, feeding the 
increasing the energy and giving fresh vigor 
to the over-worked body and ied 4 


To this statement thousands of brain-workers un- 
hesitatingly subscribe, some even going as far as 
Arnold Bennett, the famous writer, who exclaims, 
“The tonic effect of Sanatogen is simply wonderful.” 

In the face of such unparalleled proof can you 
fail to realize that Sanatogen stands ready to give 
you real help? 

Sold by good druggists everywhere, 
in three sizes from $1.00 up. 


Write today for interesting booklet to 


THE BAUER CHEMICAL CO. 
INC. 


115 W. 18th St., New York City 














Pajamas 
Look Well mL > | a Sleep Easier 


Take them wit 
E.ROSENFELD & pin 









. SINCE 18681 


Night Shirts 


ear of a Nation!" 











gat ee end New York 
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The slamped price never changed this protects the weerers against | 
unreasonable profits end has savea them millions of dollars on their footwea: 
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ds FOR DOLLAR 
“THE SHOE THAT HOLDS ITS €WSHAPE” ey Can Ger 


v= ‘o=. 72 8B 9M E107 


You can save money by wearingW.L. /” Re 








Douglas shoes, the best known shoes Cm, 
in the world. Sold by 106 W. L. ag) Ye 








Douglas own stores and over 9000 Cs oy 

shoe dealers. W.L. Douglasname /¢ Fy : 

and the retail price stamped on the . 3 

bottom guarantees the best shoesin 

style, comfort and service that can be ; 
The stam rice is Ww.L. ar 
shoes are always worth the price Noman ce 
paid for them. The prices are the 


same everywhere — they cost no more in San Francisco 
than they doin New York. 
W. L. Douglas shoes are sold through our own stores 
direct to the wearer at one profit. All middlemen’s and 
manufacturing profits are eliminated. By this method 
aaaaan of marketi our shoes, W. L. Douglas gives the wearer 
$4.00 94.0098.00 = shoes at the lowest possible cost. 
W. L. Douglas $7 and $8 shoes are absolutely the best shoe values for the 
money in this country. They are the leaders everywhere. W. L. Douglas $9 
and $10 shoes are made throughout of the finest leather the market affords, 
with a style endorsed by the leaders of America’s fashion centers; they com- 
bine quality, style and comfort equal to other makes selling at higher prices. 
W.L.Douglas shoes are made by the highest paid, skilled shoemakers, under 
the direction and supervision of experienced men, all working with an honest 
determination to make the best shoes for the price that money can buy. 
CAUTION—Insist upon having W. L. Douglas shoes 
with his name and price stamped on the bottom. 





If W. L. Douglas shoes cannot be obtained in your vicinity. President W. L. Douglas 
erdirect from factory by mail, Parcel Postch en propels. Shoe Co., 145 Spark St., 
rite for Illustrated Catalog showing how to or y mail. Brockton, Mass. 
(Qotonsncre vist vedere DOOUUUUAUATATAAAY 











GET WELL—BE YOUNG—GROW TALL 
. : | Why The Cause is 








Your Hair detec 


This University discovery is the most important health invention of 
It 




















the century It remakes and rejuvenates the Human Body 
goedeces ———- It frees impinged and irritated Rerves, corrects con 
t muecies, shortened | druggists ; Soap ntment Talcum 
tien and drainage of the body. Soumbthavense the beaye tanaae ‘2 — an e ae oy oa? 
THE PANDICULACTOR CO , 305-A Advance Bidg. Cleveland, 0. La Semple coch free of “Outioure, Dept, 5, Boston "| 
FREE BOOK i 
LEARN PIANO Big Band Catalog 
This Interesting Free Book sent free 
shows how you can become a skilled player 
of plano or organ in your own home, at the highes J a 5 
famous. Written "Method ie qaaeel , is Ay iboralty Tivestreted fully den 
leading musicians and heads of State Conservatories. Successful 25 “Fiotive. Mer * Jrotre i 
terests you, Free trial. Easy payments 


Seld by leading music stores every where. 


LYON & HEALY 


57-87 Jackson Blvd., Chicage 


. - 
The magazine that puts you on speaking terms with your favorite star. 
Film Fun _ ’ 
15c a copy For Sale at All Newsstands $1.50 a year 


(Advertising Rates on Application) Leslie-Judge Co., 225 Fifth Ave. , New York City 
32 


ay Play chords at ence and complete piece in every key, with- 

~s 4 lessons. Scientific yet easy to understand. Fully iitustrated. 
For beginners or teachers, old or young. All muste . D \ploma 

ay Write today for 64-page freebook, ** How to learn Plano or Orgen.’ 


M. L. Quinn Conservatory, Studie JJ, Secial Unien Bidg. Boston, Mass. 
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Furniture 
By Cuester W. SHAFER 


l° it wasn’t for furniture we'd wear romper 

I and spend our time on the floor, or clin 
ing to the figures on the wallpaper. Mor 
than that, we'd probably be equipped with a 
tail to coil around picture frames and we'd hav 
to buy extra clothing for that. Next to a hot 
water bottle, furniture is the handiest stuff 
around the house, and with the possible exce: 
tion of a hard-working wife with plenty of dis 
towels, it’s the most important feature. A ma 
must have a wife to start a home. History pro- 
vides many proofs of this allegation. But away 
back in the pre-nuptial davs. before he makes 
formal application for her hands, she starts 
asking for his salary and pocket pieces to save 
up for the furniture. Her first thought is for 
something to rest on when his lap becomes un- 
available. The young women of today don’t 
fall for the handsome eyes, the mustached in- 
fringement or the hair slicked down with vase- 
line as in the days of yore. The main point in 
choosing a husband now is what kind of a din- 
ing room can be afford. Today no woman 
will marry a man to reform him unless he sup- 
plies plenty of furniture to do it with. Every- 
thing in the domestic relation depends upon 
furniture. A man can eat his oatmeal with his 
fingers and kiss his wife while standing, but 
when he wants to enjoy himself he must have 
a chair. After he’s had a good meal he'd feel 
moderately strange hanging by his toes from a 
chandelier trying to burn up a mild panatella 
And if he didn’t have a davenport to reclin 
on he’d be forced to curl up in a corner. In 
which case his wife would get him mixed up 
with the dog more frequently than usual 

As the sponge is to the heavyweight cham- 
pionship and the opaque door to a ladies’ bath 
house, so is furniture to the igloo beautiful. It 
belongs to the same class of human equipment 
as the ears and the nose. Without a nose a 
man might be a fish jumping for flies among 
the reeds and rushes and without ears he would 
be far more satisfied to be an ornamental kew 
pie. By the same token, without furniture, h« 
could have considerable more fun living on a 
rope ladder. In the early years of a man’s lif 
he doesn’t require much furniture. During 
the careless hours of innocent childhood about 
all he yips for is a bottle. Later on, with 
swimming hole in the summer and some glary 
ice in the winter, he’s Jake. He has no time t 
waste sitting down. But just as soon as lh: 
begins to take the girls home from church and 
plays a few close games of Drop the Handker- 
chief it isn’t long before he’s hunting for th« 
davenport by the grate or the two-ply porch- 
chair over in the dark corner by the wisteria 
vine. Every conscientious young man of toda) 
is a lounge worker. Most of them, before they 
know if the girl is right or left handed, v 
have the davenport and the light switch located 
And any young couple, with advanced ideas of 
entertainment, can find the davenport in t! 
dark after a camouflage movie, without wak- 
ing the old folks, unless mother is a light sleep- 
er. From that time in life furniture is the chic! 
topic of conversation. Before marriage they 
wrangle about what they are going to get a! 


a. 


a 
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after marriage they rant about what they 
have. 

Recently furniture suffered a slight slip in 
onversational popularity which, however, it 
s destined soon to regain. Right now it isn't 
so much what’s in the house as what's buried 
n the cellar. But that is only between bonded 
friends. And it won't be very long before 
all the cellar will have in it will be the furnace, 
the coal scoop and the reel for the garden hose. 
During the latter years of a man’s life the need 
of furniture becomes more and more emphatic. 
The time he doesn’t spend in bed he spends 
sitting around talking about going to bed. And 
when he’s on his last legs he howls for a wheel 
chair. 

As one ponders this subject of furniture 
one is appalled with the seriousness of the pos- 
Suppose, for instance, that furniture 
had never been invented. Theorize, if you 
will, that every stick of furniture would be 
Hypothe- 
cate for a moment on such a situation! What 
would happen? Nothing to eat from and no 
place to put the feet. Nothing to talk about 
but the prohibitive price of molasses and noth- 


sibilities. 


carted out tomorrow and destroyed. 


ing to bark the shins on in the dark. The babe 
would be without a cradle and home would 
have about the same sort of cozy allurements as 
a closed skating rink. Spinning the roller 
towel would be the only form of amusement 
Everyone would be on the same level and sleep- 
ing would produce callouses on the hips. And 
over and above all, more alarming and dis- 
heartening than anything else, there would be 
no place to hide an ace or park the used gum 

But there’s no cause for becoming frightened 
at such a prospect. Furniture is here to stay. 
Like the grape-arbor, corn-on-the-cob, blue 
gills, ink eradicators, fully paid and non-assess- 
able oil stock, blonde stenographers and Fords, 
it is with us for all time. It will never pass out 
as long as the world continues to revolve on its 
It will remain until the last great an- 
And in the next 


taxes. 
nual clearance sale is held. 
world, if that world is what we expect and an- 
ticipate, there will be plenty of tapestry daven- 
ports in the dark corners. Every one will start 
in the eternal life at the age of twenty-one with 
a good-looking girl. And it will always be 
11 p. m. by the hall clock. 


Miscalled 


By D. J. Crarx 


I AM a private soldier, 
Just as private as can be; 
Every doctor in the army 
Knows each wart I have on me. 
I bathe with regiments of men, 
Clothed in the altogether; 
My modesty is like yon hill 
Exposed to stormy weather. 
My captain knows. my history 
From the cradle up to date, 
And ‘that my wife’s the skipper 
While I’m her second mate. 
So when they call me private, 
It’s enough to make me merry; 
For privacy I’m in the class 
Of my Aunt Jane’s canary. 


America’s First Need 
is Better Health 


By C. HOUSTON GOUDISS 


Publisher, The Forecast; Founder, The Forecast School of Cookery; 


THE war showed that one-third of our 
young manhood is unfit for efficient fight- 
ing. This means that more than one- 
third of our population is unfit for effici- 
ent working. For no arbitrary age- 
limits apply to workers. 

The records of the draft prove that this 
alarming inefficiency is due primarily to 
PREVENTABLE disease and physical 
defects. 

So this is the hand-writing on the wall of 
every home in the land: AMERICA 
MUST WAGE WAR FORHEALTH. 
We must do this because ‘‘health is the 
first wealth’’; because victory without 
vigor is valueless; because physical defi- 
ciency leads to mental and moral decay. 
We must unitedly attack every stronghold 
of disease. For a long time we've been 
battling with tuberculosis and other com- 
municable plagues, and with a gratifying 
measure of success in some instances. 


Food Director, The Mother's Magazine, 


d National Lecturer. 


NOW WE MUST USE GENERAL 
SHIP OF THE HIGHEST ORDER, 
AND STRIKE AT THE MAJOR 
MENACE, THE CHIEF SOURCE 
OF NEARLY ALL SICKNESS — 
CONSTIPATION. 

Because of its commonness, Constipation 
is accepted as more or less a matter of 
course by many persons. Yet it is, in 
effect, the most devastz ating of al] diseases, 
for by reducing the body's power of re- 
sistance, it opens the door to every foe 
that comes along. 

Constipation can be relieved by Nujol— 
a clear, tasteless, odorless, harmless, 


non-medical liquid which effects the re- 
quired relief without in any way affecting 
any body organ or interfering with any 


body function. Not a particle of Nujol 
remains in the body. And Nujol re- 
lieves Constipation and will prevent its 
recurrence. So Nujol today is a na- 
tional need. 


W Nujol is sold only in sealed bottles bearing the Nujol 
arning: © Trade Mark as shown here. Beware of products 


represented to be ‘ 





REG. U.S. PAT. OFF. 


‘the same as Nujol*’ 


You may suffer from substitutes. 


Ol x, Constipation 


SICKNESS PREVENTION 


Nujol Laboratories, STANDARD OIL CO. (NEW JERSEY), $0 Broadway, New York. 


Please send me at once the booklet marked— 
“THIRTY FEET OF DANGER” 
Constipation—auto-intoxication in adults 
“THE DAYS THAT GO BEFORE” 
Constipation in pregnancy and nursing 


“AS THE TWIG IS BENT” 
Constipation in infancy and childhood 
*““WAGES OF NEGLECT” 
Constipation as a cause of piles 


“AS THE SHADOWS LENGTHEN” 


Constipation in old age 





FOR MEADACHE AND NEURALGIA 
-ANTI-KAMNIA 


MK TABLETS 


& 25: PACKAGES 
1-2 A-K TABLE 




















HOTEL BINGHAM.--Philadelphia 


IN THE CENTER OF EVERYTHING 


ARGE, well lighted and comfortable rooms. Hot and 

4 cold running water inevery room. Only hotel having 
Street, Subway and Elevated connections with all rail- 
road station ferries and department stores. Roof Garden, 
Club Breakfast, Special Luncheons. Rooms without bath, 
$1.50; with bath, $1.00 up. FRANK KIMBLE, Manager. 








Regarding Subscription and Editorial Matters 


SUBSCRIPTION OFFICES: Main office—Brunswick 
Duiiding, 225 Fifth Avenue, NEW YORK. European agent: 

wm Ceseen & Sons, Ltd., Cannon House, Breams’ ry 4 . 
London, E. C., England. Annual cash subscription price, $5.00 
Postage free in the United States, its dependencies, and Mexico. 
To Canadian Provinces add 50 cents a year for postage; to all 
foreign countries add $1.00 a year. Single copies of present 
year and 1918, 10 cents each: 1917, 20 cents each; 1916, 30 
cents each, ete. 

representing themselves as connected with JUDGE should always 


be asked to credentials. 
ADVERTISING OFFICES: Brunswick Bldg., New York: 
vane Bldg., Boston; Marquette Bidg., Chicago; Henry Bldg.. 


CHANGE IN ADDRESS: Subscriber's old address as well 
as the new must be sent in with request for the change. Also 





give the number appearing on the right hand side of the address 
on =e ane It takes from ten days to two weeks to make 
a cha 

EDITORIAL OFFICE: 225 Fifth Avenue, New York City 

To Contributors: Judge will be glad to consider jokes and 
stories. Contributions should always be accompanied by post- 
age for their return if unaccepted. 

Copyright, 5 al by Leslie-Judge Company. Entered at the 
Post-office at N w York as Second-class Mail Matter. Pub- 
lished weekly by *Leslie-Judge Company, 225 Fifth Avenue 
New York. John A. Sleicher, President. Reuben P. Sleicher 
Secretary. A. E. Rollauer, Treasurer. 

Printed by the Cuneo-Henneberry Co. 
Address all correspondence to 


225 Fifth Avenue JUDGE New York City 
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PAT 


Always E-Z- -est 


For vigorous exercise or complete relaxation, the E-Z-est 
garter on your leg muscles and 











nerves is the 


wa 


GARTER 


"Wide for Comfort "’ 


The wide webbing does not 
press at any point, yet holds 
the hose perfectly. 
Self-adjusting—no metal parts to 
trust out the 5 
Single Grip E. Z.—235e and SOc 
The E. Z. 2-Grip—45e and 60c 
In small, medium and large sizes. 

Prices subject to change 
without notice. 
Accept no substitute. Send price, 
give size, style and dealer's name. 
THE THOS. P. TAYLOR CO., Dept. 4, Bridgeport, Conn. 


ma mn mu 


To Get the Greatest 


ENJOYMENT AND 
THESE COOL, 





BENEFIT OUT 
BRACING DAYS DRINK 


ALTOVA 






Tickles the 
palate, Sometimes 
mollifies called 
the Vd a “Evans 
stomach, Checona 
cama NON-INTOXICATING ema 
wants 


ORDER FROM NEAREST DEALER 
Made on the Banks of the Hudson by 
C. H. EVANS & SONS Established 157( HUDSON, N. Y. 





STATEME NT OF THE OWNERSHIP, MANAGEMENT, ETC 
REQUIRED re! rHE A‘ Zz OF A {mnee OF 
GUST 24TH, 
Ce JU Dot "published EEKLY 
at ..NEW YORK,N.Y....;:; Ser. ..-..-0C TOBER L igi 
State of NEW YORK— 


County of NEW YORK— }** 

Before me, a Notary Public, in and for the State and County 
aforesaid, personally appeared Perriton Maxwell, who, having been 
duly sworn according to law, deposes and says that he 's the Editor 
of JUDGE and that the following is, to the best of his knowledge 
and belief, a true statement of the ownership, management, etc , 
of the aforesaid publication for the date shown in the above caption, 
required by the Act of August 24th, 1912, embodied in section 443, 
Postal Laws and Regulations, to wit: 1. That the names and 
addresses of the publisher, editor, managing editor, and the bus- 
iness manager are: Ss gl Leslie-Judge Company, 225 5th Ave., 
New York, N. Editor, Perriton Maxwell, 225 5th Ave » New 

a Jue, Be Managing Editor, Lawton Mackall, 225 5th Ave., 
New York, N. Y. Business Manager, Reuben P. Sleicher, 223 
New York,N.Y. 2. That the owner is, and stockholders 
owning or holding 1 per cent. of more of total amount of stock are 
Owner: Leslie-Judge Company, 225 5th Ave, New York, N. Y¥ 
Stockholders: John A. Sieicher, 225 5th Ave., N 
Anthony N. Brady Fatate, 54 Wall St., New York, N.Y 
the known bondholders, mortgagees, and other security holders own- 
ing or holding 1 per cent. or more of total amount o nea, mort- 

ages, or other securities are: John A. Sleicher, 225 5th A New 
ork, N. ¥.; Mary Peckham Sleic her, 710 Madison Aye., “Albany, 
N. Y.; Reuben P. Sleicher, 225 5th Ave., New York, N. Y¥ y Real 
Estate C ompany, 176 Broadway, New York, N. Y.; fth.. d N 
Brady Estate, 54 Wall St., New York, N.Y. 4. That the two para- 
graphs next above, giving ‘the names of the owners, stockholders, and 
security holders, contain not only the list of stockholders and secur- 
ity holders as they appear upon the books of the company, but 
also, in cases where the stockholder or security holder appears upon 
the books of the company as trustee or in any other fiduciary relation 
the name of the person or corporation for whom such trustee is 
acting, is given; also that the said two paragraphs contain state- 
ments embracing aMant's full knowledge and belief as to the cir- 
cumstances and conditions under which stockholders and security 
holders who do not appear upon the books of the company as trustees 
hold stock and securities in a capacity other than that of a bona 
fide owner; and this aMant has no reason to believe that any other 
nm, association, or corporation has any interest direct or indirect 

nm the said stock. bonds, or other securities than as so stated by 
him. PERRITON MAXWELL, Signature of the Editor. Sworn 
to and subscribed before me this 17th day of September, 1919. 
A. E. ROLLAUER, Notary Public, Queens County, No. 962 

Certificate fied in New York County No. 173, New York C ounty 
Register's No. 1254. Commission Expires March 30, 1921. 


ROMEIKE?’S 9PRESS CLIPPING BUREAU 


We will send you all newspaper 
clippings which may appear about you, your friends, or any 
subject on which you may want to be “up-to-date " Every 
newsnaper and periodical of importance in the United States 
and Europe is searched. Terms $6.00 per 100 notices 
HENRY ROMEIKE, 106-110 Seventh Ave., New York 
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FULLER 


BEST of the NEW 
RECORDS 


Disco’s Selections 


Concluded from page 24) 


Missourr Bives. Fox trot. 

Itt Say Sue Does. Fox trot. 
Played by Six Brown Brothers. 

Emerson 1056 


is a likeable ex- 
On the reverse 


“7 . 
Missouri Blues’ 
ample of its kind. 


is a medley bringing in “Smiles” and 
“I’m Forever Blowing Bubbles, 
wherein* one of the saxophonists 


toots a cornet for a change, speeding 
up to a large output of small notes 
per jiffy. 


My Carro Love. Medley Fox trot 

Everysopy SHIMMIES Now. Fox trot. 
Played by All Star Trio. Victor 
18602. 


Exceptionally foot-inspiring. 
Wadsworth, the saxophone shark 
of the Trio, invests the time beat 
with unlimited authority over you, 
and his side partners, with xylo- 
phone and piano, leave you no 
chance for wavering. It’s a case of 
unconditional surrender. 
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Don’t come up, dearest, 


A Pretty 


TENTS OF ARABS. 





JUDGE 
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I'll be down in a minute. 


Girt Is Like a MeELopy. 
Fox trot. 
Witp Flowers. 
Salon Dance 


calion 12193 


Waltz. 
Sextet. 


Played by 


Aeolhan-V o- 


Every company’s pianoing now! 
Here is <Aeolian’s first pianofied 
dance number. The recording 
good. But quite apart from these 
historical considerations, “A Pretty 
Girl” is a pretty tune. “Wild 
Flowers” is only mildly wild. 


1s 


SHAKE Your SHOULDERS. Fox trot. 

THe Vamp. One-step. Played by 
Green Brothers’ Xylophone Orches- 
tra Pathé 22164. 


Xylophone excitement. “Shake 
Your Shoulders” is duly shimmy- 
esque. “The Vamp” is rattled at 
such a pace that it needs to be 
whoa'd with the speed regulator. 

One-step. Played 


by Emerson Military Band, 


Karavan. Fox trot. Played by Emer- 
son Dance Orchestra. Emerson 
1049. 

A spirited brass band number, 
with burly horns blaring lustily, 
“Karavan” sounds like incidental 


music to snake-charming, or snake- 
like wriggling of a feminine sort. 


Next week—“Concert.” 























F flavor and mellow body convey anything to 

you in day-after-day cigarette smoking, by all 
means know quickly what Camels provide in the 
way of the keenest enjoyment! 


























Camels are unlike any other cigarette—entirely a 
creation that has proved a revelation to smokers. 
They are so refreshing in flavor, and so mild; yet, 
Camels have “body” that exceeds your most exact- 
ing demands. 


Camels charm is due to their quality and to their 
unusual and expert blend of choice Turkish and 
choice Domestic tobaccos. Once you know Camels 
you'll prefer this expert blend to either kind of 
tobacco smoked straight! 


No matter how liberally you smoke Camels they 
never tire your taste. And, they never leave any 
unpleasant cigaretty aftertaste or any unpleasant 
cigaretty odor! Your true appreciation of cigarette 
enjoyment begins the day you start smoking Camels. 


You ll prefer Camels quality 
to premiums, coupons or gifts. 


R. J. REYNOLDS TOBACCO CO., Winston-Salem, N. C, 





Camels are sold every- 
where in scientifically sealed 








3. 


packages of 20 cigarettes; or ten pack- 
ages (200 cigarettes) in a glassine- 
paper-covered carton. We strongly 
recommend this carton forthe home or 
office supply or when you travel, 


18 cents a package 
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_.and at Palm Beach 


q . Here at Palm Beach —smartest, 
act e perhaps, of all winter resorts — 
Fatima has for two seasons held 


“How much Turkish?” the sales-leadership formerly en- 
Fatima steadily outsells the straight joyed by ‘the expensive, fancy- 
Turkish cigarettes because Fatima’s blend, boxed straight Turkish cigarettes. 


instead cf containing too much Turkish, 
contains just enough Turkish—just enough Kiggetomtizsrs Dobaaeel®, 


to taste right, and just enough to leave a 


man feeling right, even if he smokes more 
than usual. 

Have you ever tried smoking ‘‘just 
enough Turkish’’? 


«c-1 Sensible Cigarette 





